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THE AUTHOR 

c 

TO A 

DISCERNINC PUBLIC. 



Two years have elapsed since the first ap- 
pearance of the following work, and its recep- 
tion was sufficiently gratifying, if the approba- 
tkm of those whose authority is never disputed 
when graciously exercised, may be taken at 
its fair valuation. As to critics, who are in- 
sensible to an author's merits, it is an utter 
impossibility they should be right. Praise, 
indeed, is so agreeable a thing in itself, and 
we are always so willing to repose an amiable 
confidence in those who have an equally 
amiable perception of our own perfections, 
that a man would get little credit for sincerity 
who pretended to doubt these facts. For my 
part, I frankly acknowledge I am above such 
puerile affectation; and I am the more solicitous 
to make the confession, because any mistake 
upon the ^pbject might be the means of de- 
priving me of much deserved commendation 
hereafter, seeing that there is a natural repug- 
naiig^ in mankind to force favours even upon 
the most deserving. 

But praise, though a piquant garnish, will 
not do for a meal. When Hamlet informs 
his father's courtiers that he is ^^promise- 
crammed,'^ he judiciously adds, *^ you cannot 
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feed capons Bof'^ and it may be asserted with 
ef uai justice^ that praise alone cannot feed 
autibiors. It is Grumio's '' mustard ^^ without 
the ^' beef ;'^ the seedrtime and not the har- 
vest; the promise and not the performance; 
the delicious foretaste^ but not Ae satisfying 
fruition. Should^ therefore, the success of 
this edition of ^^ The Five Nights of St. 
Albans,'' provide the beef, ripen the har- 
vest, realize the promise, and procure the 
fruition, I ican only say it will be particularly 
agreeable. 

The fact is, (and why should so important 
a matter be concealed?) I have taken my re- 
putation into my own hands, resolved to enjoy, 
in fee-simple, to me and to my heirs for ever, 
all and every of the rents, profits, gains, and 
moneys therefrom arising. It will be a sine- 
cure, I suspect; but it is needless to add, I 
should not have embarked in so grave a busi- 
ness, had I not learned upon good and suffi- 
cient authority, that in no other way was 
there a probability of my enjoying any thing 
beyond what hath already reached my pocket 
— the most insecure of all places for such mat- 
ters. 

It is said there are secrets in all families. I 
believe It; because, (with Aristotle's permis- 
sion) there are secrets in all trades. Now, 
no one can properly understand the secrets of 
authorship and bookselling, except authors 
and booksellers; and, therefore, (with Aris- 
totle's permission again) however intense the 
curiosity may be, from one end of the country 
to the other, to discover the secret of this edi- 
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tion of ^^ tlie Five Nights,^^ — ^why it comes 
forth jn 4|e ms|Aner and under the circum- 
stances aforesaid, I do not think I should be 
justified in satisfying it. At any rate, it will 
not be prudent to do so till 4he seventh edi<* 
tion is published. That I ain not, however, 
disposed to withhold any thiag from the pub- 
lic, to which the public has a right, may be 
taken for granted, I think, from what I have 
already said| but l%st that should be deemed 
insufficient, J l^g leave farther to add, in the 
language of a candidate for a seat in Parlia- 
ment, that ^^ itr thus coming foijward I have 
bien ^o/efy influenced by a sincere desire U) 
serve the puhlic.^^ 

At^the same time it would be a departure 
from the frankness and candour which are so 
apparent, I hope, in all I have said,*if I did not 
avow (which a parliamentary candidate never 
does, except by his actions,) that in serving 
the public I look to serve myself. There is 
another thing, which the same love of since- 
rity impels me to mention. Should I, instead 
of putting any thing into my pocket by this 
undertaking, never see that back again which 
I have been forced to put out of it, I shall at 
once take the highest legal opinion which the 
then condition of my pocket may enable me 
to command, as to my equitable claim )ipon 
my CHiTics, who, by seducing me into the 
belief that the work is really what they de- 
scribe it, in the testimonials hereunto sub- 
joined, made me naturally anxious to provide 
it for the thousands who must needs wish to 
read it; but who^ I knew, could not do so with- 
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out buying it. I am aware it mty be retort* 
ed^ I have been too creduloujh^too ea|Uy im- 
posed upon — ^too soon satisfied with myself^ 
and.so forth: but what little I know of equity 
(and it is less tfafem the leasts Mbefnice, that 
was ever known by a Chancery barrister) 
teaches me that it is its peculiar province to re- 
lieve innocent partie^rom the disastrous con- 
sequences* of their own simplicity in making 
improvident contracts/ As, fi}ei4fore, in the 
supposed, but devoutly deprecated contingen- 
cy, there would be my difficulty in proving 
the improvidence, I conclude there wiH be 
none in obtaining the lymedy^ So I advise, 
my critics to beware, and to do all that in 
them lies, fairly and honourably, to s&e me 
harmless tjirough anentwprise of their own 
producing. 

LomMN, 
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CHAPTER I, 



It was towards tbe latter end of September, in the year 
157O9 that Hugh Clayton, and Marmaduk'ePeverell, two 
sobstantial yeomen of tite ancient town of St. Albans^ 
were returning home from Dunstable, when, just upon 
the hour of midnight, they came within sight of the vene- 
rable towers of the Abbey. ' Thev were proceeding lei- 
surely along, their horses somewnat the worse of a lon^ 
day's journey, as the Abbey bell tolled the first hour ^ 
twelve. Suddenly, the whole building presented the ap^^ 
pearance of one solid mass of deep red fire, but without 
casting forth flame or smoke, or shedding one ray of light 
upon surrounding objects. It resembleaa huge furnace, 
elo^ng with intense heat; and from the magnitude of the 
building, the effect was at once terrific and sublime* 

Peverell was the first who observed the strange spec^ 
tacle. **By my soul,'' said he, stop()ing his horse, ^> ittie 
Abbey is on fire — look how it is burning!"^ 

" Burning," quoth Clayton, "iruly 1 think the burn- 
ing b all over/ and what we see are only the ruins! for,, 
do you mark, there is neither smoke nor flame." 

"You are right," rejoined Peverell, **and, what is 
tfrange, there seems no bustle in the town. Listen! All 
b 8tin, and, save yon bumine mass, all is darl^ l4et: u^ 
imsh oo^ and leam what has happened.."Dg ^ ^ by L.oogle 
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So saying, they clapped spurs to their, jaded steeds, and 
in a few minutes entered the town. 

To their great surprise, they found no persons stirring. 
Every house was closed j and the inhabitants were all quiet- 
ly asleep in their beds. But still greaier was their sur- 
prise, when, directing thdir.looks towards the ^fil^y$ they 
could no longer perceive the burning ruins whien had first 
attracted their notice. 

*' What can all this mean?" said. Peverell, in a half 
whisper, to his companion, "We saw it, and now-*-" 

"Hush!" interrupted Clayton, while he crossed him- 
self devoutly; " let us watch for a few minutes." 

They did so; but to no purpose. Where they had seen, 
the fiery edifice, was now a mere black void; for the night 
was too dark to permit of their distinguishing the4owers 
or walls of the Abbey. 

"Are we awake?" continued Clayton, after a pause, 
"or have we been dreaming all this time?" 

" It was no dream," answered Peverell, " and, for mv 
own part, I am determined to find out, whatever it is. I'll 
ride up to the Abbey door, and if the arch-fiend himself 
be sitting there, I'll ask him what he has been about." 

"Don't be fool-hardy," exolaimed Clayton, catching 
hold of the bridle of Peverell's horse; " you know there are 
strange stories told about this Abbeys— since the grievous 
sin committed by our eighth Henry. They do say — ^' 

"Yes," rejoined Peverell, laughing, "they do say that 
the devil, once a month, feasts and revels here, with a few 
choice souls of monks and friars, whom he bnnss with 
him to revive the recollection of old times, when tne oily 
. rogues themselves, wallowed in the lusts of the flesh, as 
pious churchmen of those days were wont to do." 

Clayton was silent He did not half relish whit he 
considered as the profane jesting of his companion; for 
besides being a devout catholic, he was also prone to su- 
persUtioo, and entertained very orthodox notions about 
evil spirits, benign fairies, and mischievous goblins. Pe- 
verell, on the contrary, had but little fear of what man 
could do to him, and none of what might befall him from 
spirits of another world. So he spurred his horse, and 
galloped up to the walls of tlie Abbev. Clayton, who, of 
two evils, preferred following a fearless swaggerer to re* 
maining alone with his own miseivin^ also put spurs to 
bis horse; but not without sundry pious ejaculatiooa m 
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they proceeded, partly addressed to himself in tiie way 
of comfort, and {Ntrtly intended to dissuade his compa* 
nion from his esterprise, if the clatterii^ of their horses^ 
feet would have allowed him to hear them. 
* In.a few minutes they were under the walls of the Ab« 
bey— and, to their mutual surprise, there stood the walls, 
massive, gloomy, and frowning, just as they had seen 
them in the morning when ^ey set out for Dunstable. 

** Weill" quoth Peverell, after a short pause, "I am 
satisfied.'' 

^^ And so am I,** rejoined Clayton. 

But the satisfaction ^ the latter^ was of a far diffisrent 
auality to that of the former. Clayton was satisfied, that 
the devil and his imps, or some other ^pematural per- 
sonages, had been at their gambols. Peverell was satis- 
fied, they had been befooled by tlieir own fancies. 

By this time the chimes had gone a quarter past twelve, 
and slowly retracing their steps, they sought their respect- 
ive homes*; Peverell was in the stateof ♦* single blessed- 
ness. ''^ Clayton had a bed-fellow; and before he went 
to sleep, one of the^ things he did was to recount to his 
vHfe the wondrous events of the last half hour. Peverell 
thou^t no more about what had happened; but putting on 
his night-cap, in much less than half an hour, his nose 
rang a peal scarcely less sonorous than that of the chimes 
themselves. 

The next day, ers noon arrived, one moiety of the 
townsfolk of St. Albans were engaged in diseussine the 
marvellous adventure which had befallen Clayton and Pe- 
verell the night before. Peverell, to do him justice, 
thought as little about it on the morrow, as he had the 
preceding night after he had ridden up to the Abbey walls; 
out IKo sooner had Clayton satisfied himself, by ocular 
evidence, in the broad glare of an autumnal sun, that the 
Abbey still stood where it had been wont to stand, than 
he imparted to his neighbours, with the usual exaggera- 
tion, the miracle he had beheld. His wife, too, had her 
story at second hand: and, we may be sure, she did not 
allow it to lose any thing in Ker repetition. So, between 
them both, Peverell, who was constantly referred to as a 
person who could confirm every thing, found himself in 
as much request as if he had been one of two lucky sur- 
vivors of an earthquake. 

-** What was it you saw, Master Clayton?" said an old 
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math, tottering up to him, who had numbertd more than 
threescore years and ten, with a head as green within as 
as it was gray without, " what was it you saw?" 

*^ What did I see?" replied Clayton: " I saw the Ab- 
\mj in flames." ^ * 

•'Mercy on me!" ejaculated the withered Inquirer, 
and hobbled away, thoroughly convinced the Abbey was 
no more, ^ough a walk offifty yards would have brought « 
him to its gates. 

'' I marvel you should talk such nonsense, neighbour/' 
interposed a portly personage, who was standing by, and 
overheard what had fallen ^om Clayton: ''know you not 
the Abbey stands where it did? And wliere, I pray thee, 
would it stand, if that had happened which you report?" 

" I'll tell you what, Master Wolfe," retorted Clayton, 
his ire something roused by the tart rebuke he had re- 
ceived, ^' you would swear stoutly enough to-morrow, I 
judge, if need were, that you saw and conversed with me, 

to-day but you would not be more convinaed of the 

truth of what you swore, than I am of what I saw; and so 
good day, for I must about my business." 

Clayton, it is true, had business to mind— but he was 
not allowed to mind it. Some believed, some doubted, 
some jeered, his tale of wonder; but believers, disbe- 
lievers, and half believers, were alike inquisitive; and 
scarcely a minute throughout the day was he free from 
solicitations to repeat the account Peverell, too, came 
in for his full share of these gossipping importunities; and 
his mode of relating the occurrence, tended greatly to 
lift it into the importance which it ultimately attained. 
He could not deny, nor even (jualify, one tittle of the de- 
scription given by his companion: the fact was undoubt- 
edly as Clayton had represented: the Abbey (ftW a|ipear 
to be in one glowing mass of fire: he saw it with his own 
eyes: it continued for nearly a minute; and he rode up 
to its walls, expecting to find them in flames, or in ru- 
ins. All this he was compelled to admit, solemnly, se* 
riously, and earnestly; and it availed but little — or, rather 
it aggravated, intensely, the mystery, that he followed 
up these admissions by a stnrcly determination to be- 
like the whole was an^ thing rather than supernatural. 
His incredulity, a sufficient evidence that he was not the 

rrt of superstitious feelings or of idle fears, which many 
Qght was the case with Clayton, imparted to the oc- 
currence a character which fixed the public attention. 
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It has been already observed, that ere noon, one moietj 
of the townsfolk of St. Albans, were engaged in discmft* 
ing this marvellous adventure; and before sun-set, it may 
t)e doubted whether there was a tongue in- the whole place, 
from lisping infancy to mumbling age, of whV:h*it had not 
been the burden. So thoroughly had it taken possession 
of the minds of all, that as midnight approached, the town, 
instead of sinking into quiet and repose, presented a scene 
of singular bustle and excitement. No one* thought of 
going to bed.. They who lived in houses which com- 
marnded a view of the Abbey, were seated at their win- 
dows, with their eyes fixed on its gray towers and dusky 
walls; while huhdreds of others, men, and women, and 
children, the old and the young, the infirm and the crip- 
pled, sraduair)r gathered themselveS into groups'^ at every 
spot >mence the edifice was visible. • 
^ The hum of st^ed voices might be heard, and some- 
times the sound of suppressea merriment, proceeding 
from those who did not doubt they wore making egre- 
gious fools of themselves. But it was curious to observe 
how this incredulous gttiety dwindled away, ad the Abbey 
chimes tolled near ^ approach of midnight; and when 
the third qiMirter after elevenJiad ^t^uck, you might have 
fancied not a human being was ih^n waking, so profound 
a silence pervaded the multitude.* They who expected 
to behold a fearful vision, were wrought up to the highest 
pitch of supernatudd excitementf whde they who expect- 
ed Bothmg^ still felt that the moment was at hand ^yhen 
something mighty perhaps, take place. ' z 

The night was aark, but in the deep blue vault above, 
myriads oF stars were gleaming with that calm lustre, 
wnich seemed to shed no light beyond their own spheres. 
And now a scene presented itself which struck terror into 
the stoutest heart The Abbey clock began to strike — 
when suddenly a sound like the rushine of mighty waters, 
or of a blast of wind roaring through a grove of forest 
trees, was heard, and the nextmom^t, devouring flames 
appeared to wrap the walls in one vast sheet of fire. A 
cry of horror burst from the multitude — ^the shrieks of 
women,4Uid the screaming of children, were mingled with 
the hoarser exclamations of fear uttered bythe men; some 
fled indisfnay, others threw themselves on the ground; 
wives clung round the necks of their husbands for safety, 
and bundles fell upon their* Jtnees in a wild agony of 
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prayer* Meanwhile, the rustdng noise continued with 
Mcreaaing loudnes^s— the flames tossed and heaved about, 
like the waves of a troubled ocean» now seeming to dart 
from the windows in masses resembling pillars ^ ^e; 
tbeu eUiiing up tb^ walls as if instinct with life, or flick- 
ering in fantastic shapes round the buttresses and towers. 
Bftt most strange it was, that neither light nor heat was 
emitted from this awful mockery of a conflagration. From 
the bottom to the top, it was one burning surface;, yet 
the grass and weeds that fringed the former, were no 
^•re revealed to the eye by it, than they were before^the 
myslerioiis vc4cano blazed forth. 

While the affrighted inhabitants were still under the 
first influence ai this appalling scene, the Abbey tlock 
struck tBe last hour bf twelve, and the whole vanished. 
' • The consternamn was, if possible^ ino^eased b^ thb 
new wonder; but itdwas the cooBtemation of dumb amaze- 
ment. In a moment every voice was hushed, and the ex- 
pectation of sovie fresh^ horror. h^ them in breathl^is 
ttlenee and motionless suspense. They wh& wen? fleeing 
in dismav^ suddenly stopped, wh^r^they hardly knew, u 
the wana of a magician had b^n wwved over their heads, 
with power to fix them to the earth, like so many statues 
of lifeless stone, the elfept could not have been more in- 
atflntaneous and eoirfplete* In a few minutes, the spell 
be^ gr»AimHy to dissolve; and group after grquptiowly 
retired, discoursine, in voices not railed above a whisper^ 
of what they had beheld; or fearfully conj^turing ,what 
It might all fiDrtencT. 

• One melancholy circumstance accompanied this night 
of mystery ana panfc. A poor idiot ^fl, about sixteen 
years of age, had been left in bed by her mother, (who 
was of humble occupationi), while she stole out to join the 
throng of anxious spectators. It was never known under 
what impulse, or in what way, this witless creature, with 
merely her night-clotheS on, had wandered forth; but so 
it was; for on Ker return, the distracted mother found her 
cone^ and the next morning she was discovered a corse, 
beneath the walls of the Abbey. Whether she had strayed 
unobserved to the spot, beheld the strange scene of the 
niffht before, and fallen a victim to terrors which she could 
only feel, but not express; or whether, having roamed 
beyond her knowledge of return, she, after a while, laid 
her down to sleep, close by where she had seen what she 
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deemed a warming fire» and so perished from cold, thinlr 
dad as she was, could be nothing more than surmise. It 
was too true that the poor idiot died, and that her wretch* 
ed, self-accusing motner, felt more than a mother's an- 
guish for her death. She was her only child, and the 
very calamity which shut her out from afl the rest of the 
world, made her tenfold more dear .to her. "She could 
have borne her lossj" she said, "had it pleased God to 
take her in the usual way; but she knew her poor Marian 
had gone in search of her, who had never left her thus 
before, and so she met her death; and that thought she 
could not bear." 






CHAPTER IL 

The sun which rose on the following mornbg, greeted 
many an eye that sleep had not visited during the night 
There were few, indeed, who sought their beds at all^ for, 
bewildered by what they had seen, and mingling super^ 
stitious with natural fears, they watched, like sentinels at 
an alarm post, lest the enemy should find them unpre- 
pared^ What was to happen, no man knewj but that 
some great calamity, sudden or remote, would take place, 
earthquake, or famme, pestilence or dire civil war, scarce- 
ly any one doubted. To many, who brooded over their 
terrors in the utter helplessness of overwhelming dismay, 
it was a joyous sight to behold the first break of morning 
in the east. They had settled it in their own minds, that 
the last day was at hand. 

With returning light, however, came returning confi- 
dence. Darkness is a great breeder of cowards. When 
a man cannot see what he should fear, he is apt to fear 
every thing he should not. Long before the usual stirring 
time shutters were unbarred, windows thrown open, and 
doors unfastened; and the inmates of every house seemed 
eager to show their regard for health by early rising. Pe- 
verell and Clayton were as brisk as their neighbours in 
forsaking their beds, and enjoying the fresh air of the 
qioming. And yet it is extremely doubtful whether they 
* Vol. L 2 
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ate their breakfasts with any the better appetite in conse- 
nuence. But one thing is certain, they might have eaten 
uiem without much interruption, for the lapse of four and 
twenty hours had stripped them of all their attractive 
qualities. They were na longer the exclusive possessors 
of a marvellous story. Every one now liad seen, not only 
what they had, but much more. Indeed^ each man seemed 
to have been favoured with a glimpse of something or 
other, which was visible to himself alone. Certain it is, 
that though they all looked at the same mysterious object, 
there were no two accounts of it that exactly tallied. 

" Heaven preserve me!" said one; " I never shall for- 
get the hurly-burly of the goblins inside, when the great 
stone tower fell.'' 

•*I did not see the tower fall,'' <][uoth another; "for I 
could not take my eyes off the wmdows, as they shri- 
velled \ip, one after the other, in the flames, like so many 
scrolls of parchment." 

•*Yes," added a third, "and well they might. Did 
you ever see such flames? Why, they were as black as 
ink, and sent forth such a stench of brimstone; that I 
was almost choked; and I should have been, too, only I 
covered my mouth and nose with my bonnet." 

** Ay, it was an awful business," interposed a fourth — 
" a very awful business. God knows what will comer of 
it! But when I saw the old Abbey reel from its founda- 
tion, like a drunken man— come towards where I was 
standing — and at last make a complete summerset, I call 
the saints of Heaven to witness, t did not know whether 
I myself stood upon my head or my heels." 

" I have' seen some service i' the wars," exclaimed an 
old soldier, who had one arm the less for having borne 
them, " and know what it is to stand by the side of a de- 
mi-culverin, when, in its discharge, it has blown whole 
ranks into the air; but the roaring of that misbegotten 
bell, last night, for upwards of half an hour, out-belTowed 
a double battery of heavv ordnance. I have not yet re- 
covered my hearing on this side," added he, taking the 
tip of his right ear between his finger and thumb, and 
shaking it lustily as he spoke. 

"Yes,'' interrupted a iean-visaged artificer, whose 

wearv eyes told he had watched the dreary night through; 

"and yet it could not out-bellow the groans, and shrieks* 

"^d wailings of the tortured spirits, as they were tossing 
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about in the flames. Oh! what a sight that was!. Did yon 
see them?" 

" No,'' replied several voiced at once; while each, in 
succession, as he snatched an opportunity to speak, pro- 
ceeded to recount what he did see. From effects they 
traveiied to causes, and many a grave explanation was 
given and profound prediction hazarded. 

"Will you have the truth on't," exclaimed one in a 
loud voice, who had hitherto remained silent, listening, 
with evident contempt, to all that had been said; ** wnl 
you have the truth on't?'' 

" Ay, ay, let us have the truth on't, if jt be in thee to 
give it us, friend Christopher.'^ 

Christopher, or rather Kit Barnes, as he was common- 
ly called, was a blacksmith by trade; but he had turned 
to godliness of late, and thought more of diligently preach- 
ing the words of everlasting lifcj than of diligently ply- 
ing his anvil and forge. He was a tall, gaunt figure, 
with a face of due sanctimonious longitude — had a sono- 
rous voice, a sharp, penetrating eye, a considerable fluen- 
cy of speech, and much of that impressive gesticulation 
which great earnestness of manner and perfect sincerity 
of mind, are sure to produce. Hence the influence he 
possessed over bis auditors, so far as fixing their attention 
went, whenever the spirit moved him to inveigh against 
the enormities of the age. Had he moved in a different 
sphere, or could he have commanded a larger theatre to 
grace his mission and inflame his zeal. Kit would proba- 
bly have risen to the honours of martyrdom, and shared 
the fate of those who had testified with their blood, the* 
sincerity of their faith; for he more than shared all their 
ardour, in asserting and propagating the tenets he es- 
poused. 

Poor Kit found a reason for every thing that happened 
out of the common way, either in the general sinfulness 
of the times, or in the particular backslidings of the in- 
dividual who was afflicted, whether it was in person, in 
spirit, or in purse. The wrath of offended Heaven, and 
offences to provoke that wrath, comprised his whole sys- 
tem of ethics, and his whole stock of cause and effect. 
It mattered not to him whether hjs neighbour's cow dis- 
appeared or his wife — whether his trade declined or his 
health— whether he broke his own leg or another man'g 
head — ^whether he got into prison or could not get out,- 
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the primeval curse, the original misenr of man, account* 
ed for all. *^0f ourselves," he would exclaim, on such 
occasions, " we be creatures that can bring forth no ap- 

gles — we be of ourselves, such earth as can bring forth 
ut weeds, nettles* brambles, briars, cockle, and darnel." 
When therefore he found the group he had apostro- 
phized, willing to learn from him the truth, or, in « other 
words, what he considered the cause, of the ominous 
scene they had all witnessed the night before, he gathered 
up himself in the attitude of one who was about to utter ^ 
oracles. 

*' Went ye to the house of God last Sabbath day? Ay, 
I warrant ye. And what did ye hear? More, I ^ess, 
than you mind now, or heeded then. Of what did the 
parson admonish you? Was it not of your neglect in re^ 
pairing, keeping clean, and comely adorning God's house? 
For^ doth it not appear in the Holy Scripture, how God's 
houso, which was called his holy temple, and was the 
mother church of all Jewry, fell sometimes into decay, 
and was oftentimes profaned knd defiled, through the neg- 
ligence and ungodliness of such as had the charge there- 
01? And God was sore displeased with his people, be- 
cause they builded, decked, and trimmed up their own 
houses, and suffered God's house to be in ruin aad decay, 
to lie uncomely and fulsomely. Wherefore he was sore 
grieved with them, and plagued them, and thus said he 
unto them, ^ Is it time for you to dwell in your sealed 
houses, and the Lord's house not re^rded?' By these 
plagues^ which God laid upon his people for neglecting of 
his temple, it may evidently appear tnat he will have his 
temple, his church, the place wnere his congregation shall 
resort to magnify him, well edified, well repaired, and 
well maintained. It is sin and shame to see our churches, 
here in this very city of St. Albans, so ruinous and so 
foully decayed. If a man's private house wherein he 
dwefleth be decayed, he will never cease till it be re- 
stored up again. Yea, if his bam, where he keepeth his 
corn, be out of reparations, what diligence useth he to 
makei it in a perfect state again? If his stable for his 
horse — ^yea, the stye for his swine, be not able to hold 
out water and wind, how careful is he to do cost thereon? 
And shall we be so mindful of our common base houses, 
deputed to so vile employment, and be forgetful to that 
house of God, wherein be entreated the words of our 
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eternal salvation, wherein be ministered the sacraments 
and mysteries of our redemption?" 

The little circle he was addressing, listened with pro- 
found attention to this appeal; and Christopher, perceiving 
not only the eflfect he was producing, but that he was ga- 
thering hearers, kindled into a more animated strain. 

*' with what earnestness — with what vehement zeal,'' 
he continued, *' did our Saviour- Christ drive the buyers 
and sellers out of the Temple of God, and hurled down 
the tables of the changers of money, and the seats of the 
dove sellers, and could not abide any man to carry a ves- 
sel through the temple! Yea, he tola them they had made 
his Father's house a den of thieves, partly through their 
superstition, hypocrisy, false worship, false doctrine, and 
insatiable covetousness^ and partly through contempt-— 
abusing that place with walking and talking, with world- 
ly matters, without all fear of God, and due reverence to 
that place." 

Here Christoplier made a sudden pause, and his coun- 
tenance indicated that he was communing with himself. 
Itiissumed that air of inquisitive cogitation, as if he were 
mentally debating whether he would or would not give ut- 
terance to his sentiments. He eyed his auditory with a 
half comic glance of dubious scrutiny; but after a mo- 
ment, assuming a determined energy of manner, he con- 
tinued, 

*' Ye know what, of late years, was the face of religion 
within this realm of England; but, thanks to Almighty 
God, the superstitious sects of monks and friars, that 
were in this realm, be clean taken away." 
. This was wormwood to a part of his auditors, who 
were not yet so gospel led in the new faith as to abjure the 
Romish anti-chnst and his ministers; and they gave manfi- 
fest tokens of their displeasure at this allusion to the 
monks and friars. But Christopher had taken his ground, 
and was determined to shoot his bolt. So he proceeded 
thus: 

** Ye know, too, what dens of thieves the churches of 
England have been made by the blasphemous buying and 
selling the most precious body and blood of Christ, m the 
mass, as the world was made to believe, at diriges, at 
month's minds, at trentalls, in abbeys and chantries, be- 
sides other horrible abuses which we now see and under- 
stand. And nbw hearken to me! Forasmuch as your 

2* 
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churches are scoured and swept from the sinful and su- 
perstitious filthiness wherewith they were defiled and dis- 
figured, do je jour parts to keep them comelj and clean: 
suffer them not to be defiled with rain and weather, with 
dun^ of doY^s and owls, stares and choughs, and other 
filthiness, aa it is foul and lamentable to behold in yonder 
Abbey. Remember, too, it is the house of prayer» not 
the house of talking, of walking, of brawling, of minstrel- 
sy, of hawks, of dogs. ProYoke not the displeasure and 
plagues of God, for despising and abusing his holy house, 
as we wicked Jews did.^ 

Here Christopher would have finished, giving his hear- 
ers to understand, that what they bad beheld was a token 
0r fore-runner of divine ven^geance, for the despising and 
neglecting of God's house, a not unfrequent theme of ad- 
monition from the pulpit in those days; but perceiving 
that his auditory had now increased to something more 
than a hundred, and that there were many youn^ persons 
of both se:Ke8 amouff them, trimly dressed, and inclining 
to scoff and gibe at his holding forth, he suddenly turnea 
upon them a look of denuncution, and, stretching forth 
his hands, with much vehemence of manner e9;clairaed>— 

** And you, ye |)oor gilded worms — ^ye painted butter- 
flies—bedecked with all that cost and bravery— whose 
apparel is so gorgeous, that neither Almighty God, by his 
word, nor yet godly and necessary laws, made of our 
princes, can bridle you in this detestable abuse — it is ye, 
and the like of ye, that bring down upon us ihe wrath of 
Heaven. I would that each of you fitly beheld and con- 
sidered your vocation, inasmuch as Goid hath appointed 
every man his degree and office, within the limits whereof 
it bepoveth him to keep himself; and then you would not 
look to wear like apparel^ but every one according to his 
degree. Ay, and if this were so, i^any a one should be 
compelled to wear a russet coat, which now rustleth in 
silks and velvets, spending more by the year in sumptu- 
ous apparel, than tneir fathers received for their whole 
revenue of their lands. But alast now-a-daj^s, how many 
may we behold, occupied wholly in pamnering the flesh, 
taking no care at all, out merely how to neck themselves. 
The Israelites were contented with suqh apnarel as God 
save them, although it were base and simple: and God 
blessed them, that their shoes and clothes lasted them 
fcrty years; yea» and those clotbea which their fiithera 
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had worn, their children were contented to use after them. 
Bat we are never contented, and therefore we prosper 
not$ so that most commonly, he that rustleth in his sa« 
ble$, in his fine furrowed gowns, corked slippers, trim 
buskins and warm mittens, is more ready to chill for cold, 
than tiie poor labouring man which can abide in the field 
all the day long, when the north wind blows, with a few 
beggarly clouts about him. We are loath to wear such as 
our fiithers have left us; we think not that sufficient or 
good ^Dipugh for uSb - We must have one gown for the daj, 
another for the night; one long, another short; one for 
winter, another for summer; one thorough furred, ano- 
ther but faced; one for the working dav, another for the 
holiday; one of this colour, another of that colour; one of 
cloth, another of silk or damask. We must have change 
of apparel, too-«<one afore dinner, and another after; one 
of the Spanish fashion, another Tarkey; and, to be brief, 
never content with sufficient , Our Saviour Christ, bade 
his disciples they should not have two coats: but the most 
men,, far unlike to his scholars, have their presses so full 
of apparel, that they know hot how many sorts they have. 
Go to, ye rich men! ye wealthy worldungs! Weep and 
howl on your wretchedness that shall come upon you!— 
your riches are corrupt, and your garments are moth-eaten; 
ye have lived in pleasure on the earth and in wanton- 
A^s; — ^ye have nourished your hearts, as in the day of 
slaughter. Mark, 1 beseech^ St James calleth such rnv^ 
serable, notwiths^nding their riches and plenty of appa- 
rel, forasmuch as they pamper their bodies to their Own 
destruction.'^ 

Christopher perceived, plainly enough, that he was 
rowing a^inst both wind and tide. The younger part of 
his audience only made merry with his sumptuary aenun- 
ciations, while those of graver age were not inclined to 
confess the superior pretensions of a russet coat over a 
gown of damask, silk, or velvet. They, indeed, whom 
necessity, rather than godliness, compelled to eschew the 
enormity of costly gear, seemed greatly edified; but a 
tailor, who had slip^ off his sliop-board, to note what 
was passing while his goose beated» shuffled out of the 
crowd as fast as his slip-shod feet would permit, when he 
discovered that Kit was railing against frequent change, 
and much store, of goodly apparel. ^^Poor, fond crea- 
ture!" he muttered, as he was making his escape, ^^talk-» 
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ing of the Israelites wearing their shoes and clothes fortjr 
years, and then leaving them off good enough for their 
children to wear after, them. A pretty starving life, a 
tailor must have had of it in those days, I trow !" 

** Yea, marry, and a cobbler too, friend Button," re- 
joined one of that ancient craft, wh6 was standing hard 
by, and overheard his neighbour's conclusions. 

"Of a truth, ay," — replied Button, laughing, and 
brandishing his shears, " he would earn about the same, 
and not a penny the more, I* guess, as Kit Barnes him- 
self would, if horses' shoes lasted forty years, and a se- 
cond forty to boot" 

♦* By St Charity," retorted he of the leathern apron, 
<^ shoes that last after that fashion, would not do for my 
lasU unless I was taking my last stitch." 

These handicraft quips, tickled the fancies of those who 
heard them, and produced a burst of laughter, which might 
have disconcerted Christopher, were it not that he waa 
now mounted on his favourite hobby, and wa? resolved to 
amble along, no matter whether his road were rough or 
smooth. Indifferent to the growing symptoms of mirth 
which he noted, but perceiving that it was much encou- 
raged by the giggling of the women and girls, he, like a 
skilful orator, seized the incident of the moment, and 
made it subservient to his purpose. 

"Certainly," he continued, "such as delight in gor- 
geous apparel, are commonly puffed up with pride, and 
filled witn divers vanities. So were the daughters of Zion 
and people of Jerusalem, whom Esai, the prophet, threat- 
eneth, because they walked with stretched out necks, and 
wanderine eyes, mincing as they went, and nicely tread- 
ing with their feet, that God would make their heads bald 
and discover their secret shame. In that day, saith he, 
shall the Lord take away the ornament of the slippers, 
and the cauls, and the round attires, and the sweet balls, 
and the bracelets, and the attires of the head, and the 
slops, and the head-bands, and the tablets, and the ear- 
rings, the rings and the mufflers, the costly apparel, and 
the veils and wimples, and the crisping pin, and the glasses, 
and the fine linen, and the hoods ana the lawns. And 
what, I pray you, is the vanity that }s used among us, in 
these days? The proud and haughty stomachs of the 
daughters of England, are so maintained with divers dis- 
guised sorta of costly apparel, that there is left no differ* 
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ence in apparel between an honest matron, and a common 
^trumpet I know it will be here objected and said, of 
some nice and vain woman, that all which they 4o^ in 
painting their faces, in dyeing their hair, in embalming 
their bmiies, in decking themselves with gay appai;el, is to 
please their husbands— to delight their eyes, i^nd to retain 
their love towards them* O vain excuse ! Oh, most 
ehameful answer ! It is the reproach of thy husband thus 
to say. What couldst thou more to set out his foolish- 
nes9^ than to charge him to be«pleased and delighted with 
the devil's tire? Who can paint her &CQ9 and curl her 
hair, and change it into an unnatural colour, but therein 
doth work reproot to her Maker who made her? As 
though she could make herself more comely than God 
hath appointed the measure of her beauty ! And as thou^ 
a wise and Christian husbaq||} should delight to pee his 
wife in such painted and flounshed visa^, which common 
harlots^ most do use to train therewith their lovers to 
naughtiness; or as though an honest woman could delight 
to te like a harlot for pleadng of her husband ! Verily, 
these be but vain excuses of such as go about to please 
rather others than their husbandsi and such attires be but 
to provoke her to show herself abroad, to entice others: a 
worthy matter, truly I" ' 

This was speaking home to the bosoms of many of his 
hearers; of wittd husbands; of slippery dames; of fan-^ 
ta8tical^au^ters;of honest men, whose purses had oft-' 
times, been drained for the finery of their wives and 
daughters, and whose very pockets seemed now to re- 
spond * ay,^ to the homily of Christopher. Many a fe- 
inale hand itched to clapper-claw the saucy ravler; but he 
saw he had now touched the right key, and continued 
IB it 

<^ What dost thou by these means, but provoke others 
to tempt thee? To deceive thy souls bv the bait of thy 
pomp and pride? What else dost thou, butsettest out thy 
pride, and makest, of the indecent apparel of thy body, 
the deviPs net, to catch the souls of them that behold 
thee? Oh, thou woman! not a Christian, but worse than a 
Paynim-— thou minister of tiie devil! Why pamperest 
thou that carrion flesh so high, which sometime doth stink 
and rot on the earth, as thou eoest? Howsoever thou per- 
famest thyself, yet cannot fliy beastliness be. hidden or 
overcome with Ihy smells and savours,^ which do rather 
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deform and mis-shape thee, than beatttify thee. What 
meant Solomon to say of such trimming of vain women, 
when he said, a fair woman, without good manners and 
conditions, is like a sow, which hath a rins of gold upoa 
her snout, but that the more thou garnish thyself with 
these outward biasings, the less thou carest for the in- 
ward garnishing of thy mind, and so dost but deform thy- 
self by such array? J3ut perchance, some dainty dame 
will say and answer me, that they must do something to 
show tneir birth and blood, to show their husband's rich- 
es; as though nobility were chiefly seen by these things, 
which be common to those which be most vile; as though 
thy husband's riches were not better bestowed than in 
such superfluities; as though, when thou wast christened 
thou didst not renounce the pride of this world, and the 
pomp of the flesh?" 

At this moment, the bell of the town crier was heard, 
and in an instant, Christopher was left without a congre- 
gation. Away they all ran, to hear what was to be pro- 
claimed; and, Christopher himself, girding up his apron, 
took to his heels as nimbly as the best of them. It was 
to announce, that his worship the mayor would proceed 
to the town hall, in half an hour, then and there to have 
grave deliberation with the good townspeople of St. Al- 
bans, upon the best measures to be adopted for inquiring 
. into the causes, and, if possible, preventing the repetition 
of the fearful prodigy of the preceding night. 

At the appointed time, the market-place was filled 
with the inhabitants, whom the mayor addressed as soon 
as they obtained admittance into the hall, in an oration 
replete with civic eloquence. He descanted upon the 
scene which he, in common with them all, had witnessed; 
wondered what it could mean; expressed sundry pious 
and loyal fears, that all was not right in church and state; 
exhorted them to be watchful of coming events; wandered 
into superstitious conjectures; and after stating that a mi- 
nute examination had been made of the interior of the 
Abbey that morning, to discover if there were any trick 
or device, but which had ended in nothing, he concluded 
by propounding the important auery, " What shall we do?" 

After a short pause, an agea man, of venerable aspect, 
stood forth. His beard was of a snowy whiteness, his 
head entirely bald, his air, that of one accustomed to 
command; and though of somewhat diminutive stature. 
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there was a calm dignitj of manner about htm, and acer* 
taiQ stateliness of carriage, which enforced respect A9 
he advanced towards that part of the hall where the mayor 
was seated, with a slow and measured stepi the people 
fell back 00 each side, to open a passage for him. tfe 
acknowledged the courtesy by a gentle inclination of the 
head. No one knew himf he was a stranger in the town; 
no one had ever seen him till that moment^ neither his 
entrance into the hall, nor his pi:esence there, while the 
mayor had addressed them, had been obseryed by any one. 
. He approached to within a few paces of the mayor. 
There was a profound silence. 

*^ What shall we do?" he exclaimed, repeating the con- 
cluding words of the mayor. His voice was unearthly* 
It struck upon the ear like the scream of the eagle. His 
eye glared with a ferocious expression as he looked round 
the assembly, and added, *^1 pause for reply!" 

No one spoke. They gazed upon each other with 
speechless amazement, and ever and anon, directed their 
view towards the old man, whose countenance deepened 
into darker and darker shades of scorn and mockery. 

*^ Is there a man among you," he continued, in the 
fiame wild accent, ^^ who has a heart stout enough to pass 
the Abbey doors this night ere the clock strike twelve, 
and bid^ the rest?" 

*^That man am I !" exclaimed one, starting from the 
throng, and advancing into the middle of the hall. It 
was Kit Barnes. ^^ I am the chosen of God, and fear 
him only, whom with fear and trembling I obey." 

The old man eyed him for a moment, then advanced 
towards him, grasped his arm, and said in a low voice — 
♦.*ril meet thee there!" Kit shuddered — his colour fled — 
he gasped for breath — his knees tottered — and he looked 
like one suddenly struck with some grievous malady. 
The people gathered round him, — ** Wrench, tear me 
from that iron hand!" he exclaimed, convulsively, and 
reeling forward, fell upon the ground. 

Terror and amazement were now at their height They 
looked around for the old man— he was gone! No one 
saw him enter — no one saw him go. He was gone!— 
and none could tell whence he came, or whither he had 
deps|rted. 

, In a few moments Kit recovered^ ^* I'H meet thee 
there!" he feebly uttered, as he raised himself from the 
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earth. Then, lookiDs at hU ann, and clenching it widi 
his other hand, he added, ** an if thou do, this limb shall 
wither in thy grasp, but FU beard thee!" 

" What made thee quail thus, Christopher?" said Peve- 
rell, addressing him; <* why, man, thou iiast had the fall- 
ing sickness o' the sudden. He was but a pigmy to thee, 
but thou didst seem like one planet struck. What may 
this mean?" i 

<^ Meali!" replied Kit, who by this time had r^ained 
somewhat of his wonted energy of manner, *«it means 
this, — that I have been in the grip of the foul fiend — ^Lu- 
cifer has beleaguered me. When that imp of darkness 
laid his hand upon me, a freezing ice stream ran through 
my veins— my blood suddenly congealed— *>my very bones 
seemed to crack and crumble beneath his grasp, as if my 
arm had been crushed in mine own vice. I would have 
spoken, but my tongue cleaved to my mouth, while his 
words */'£ meet thee there^ whirled like fire through my 
briun. Mj^ eyes grew suddenly dim, and I fell, power* 
less as an itflant What it means, I know not. Master 
Peverell; but, perhaps, I shall be wiser before to-morrow." 

*^ You'll not go to the Abbey to-ni^t?" said Clayton, 
with a faltering voice and quivering lip. 

*♦ Ay, marry will I," quoth Kit,— "With God in my 
heart, I would go even unto the death — and with his holy 
book under my arm, I would hold parley with Beelzebub 
himself. I am a mighty man of body, as is right well 
known, and fear not man: and for what hap can betide 
me from other than man, my strength and defence are 
from above." 

There were few, if any, who cared to dissuade Kit 
from his purpose. They were all extremely willing that 
the mystery sh6uld be cleared up, provided it was not 
done by themselves. For the same reason. Kit found no 
one eager to offer to bear him company: not that he would 
have accepted such an ofier, had it bleen made, for there 
was enougn of wild enthusiasm in his character to make 
him covetous of undivided glory in the entea>rise he had 
undertaken. Already he had a foretaste or this glory, 
when, as the meeting broke up, he saw himself the object 
on which all eyes were bent, and heard his name passing 
from mouth to mouth. He felt all the ereatness of his 
unexpected good fortune, which had made him, for the 
moment at least, the theme of every tongue. He returned 
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to his smith J, escorted, as it were, by all the principal 
townspeople; and during the remainder of the day, groups 
of wonder-loving men, women, and children, ^thered 
round his door, & see the man who had had a swinging 
squeeze from the foul fiend. But a miracle is worth no- 
thing that does not magnify itself a hundred fold ere it be 
a (^w hours old. Long befoi*e evening closed in, there 
were those in St Albans ready to swear that Kit had lost 
his ami, and the town hall its rqpf; the old man having 
twisted off the one, and carried away the other, as he set 
•^t upon his journey, after he had settled his appoint^ 
ment with Kit at the Abbey. 






CHAPTER in. 

Kit Barnes had the honour of being invited to sup 
With the mayor, who purposed accompanying him himself 
as/ar as the Abbeyt, but no farther. *-^For," observed 
his w6rship, ^*if yoa were not to go alone, it might be 
that you would go upon a thriftless errand; otherwise, I 
should marvellously like to be with you, just to see what 
viill take place; indeed I would go instead of you, only 
as you oflfered first, and the old man settled it that he 
would meet you there, perad venture if I went he might 
not choose to come at all, especially if he be man, and no 
unclean spirit, for in that case he might misdoubt me, and 
fear lest by virtue of my office, I should apprehend him 
in the queen's name, as a common disturber of her ma- 
jesty's peace, to the great terror of her majesty's lieges* 
So mark ye, it would not do for me to appear in the busi- 
ness — else, — but let that pass — ^I am not vain of tongue, 
Kit^ as there be some braggarts in this town whom I could 
name; tall fellows in their talk, marry, but pigeon-heart- 
ed varlets in their doings. But come, friend, mend your 
draught; this burnt sack, and these spice cakes will warm 
your courage — ^take another cup; the night weiars apace, 
ind youMl soon be bending your steps abbeyward." 
Kit did not require mucn pressing to fillnis cup a^tin, 

yOXf 1% Q Digitized by CiOOgle 



26 THE FIVfi NIGHTS 

or to replenish his trencher. Such dainty fare as burnt 
fiack and spice cakes, fruit, and a pitcher of good i^le, 
v^hich, with other savory cates ana rare drinks, were 
spread Upon his worship's board, had never before fallen 
within his reach. But he spoke only the simple truth, 
when he declared he needea them not to give him cou- 
rage. From the moment when he stood form in the town 
\m\ and proclaimed himself ready to *^ pass the Abbey 
doors that night ere the clock struck twelve, and abide 
the rest,'' down to that when he was sumptuously regal- 
ing himself at his worship's, his heart had never once fal- 
tered. Nor was it likely it should; for he most devoutly 
believed he was under divine influence in what he was 
about to perform, and he longed for the moment when he 
should be permitted to fulnl his mission. There was 
enough of fanaticism in Kit's character to have placed 
him at the head of a sect, if circumstances had conspired 
to call him to the enterprise. Firm of purpose, sanguine 
of success, reckless of obstacles, disdainful of peril, and 
gifted with Herculean powere of body, although of some- 
what gaunt appearance, he was a man to stand foremost, 
and lead others, in whatever lot of life he was cast Such 
pre-eminence and distinction, indeed, as lay fairly within 
nis grasp, he had never failed to seize| and humble as 
was liis calling. Kit was one to whom his equals looked 
up with deference, and whom his superiors recognbed as 
above his condition. 

It was now the eleventh hour, and Kit rose to depart 
The mayor prepared to accompany him. On leaving the 
house, tney found a considerable number of persons as- 
sembled in the street, waiting his coming forth, for it was 
known he had been his worship's guest A line of peo- 
ple extended on each side to within a hundred yards of 
the Abbey; nearer than which, no one ventured to ap- 
proach. Kit strode along, wrapped up in his own thoughts, 
while the crowd silently gazed upon him with much the 
same sort of anxious curiosity that they would have be- 
stowed upon a criminal going to the gallows. As he ab- 
iniptly turned the corner, which brought him in sight of 
the Abbey, he cast a hurried glance towards it, not as 
fearing whatever appearance it might present, but to as- 
certain whether there was any thing which denoted the 
land of trial he was about to undergo. There were only 
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profound stillness and impenetrable darkness. The maj- 
or's servant preceded them with a lantern; and it was 
amusing to observe how often he looked behind, to ask, as 
it were, '* How much farther am I to go?" As thej pro- 
ceeded along, the crowd gradually closed in upon them, 
so that when they arrived at the spot where the mayor in- 
tended taking leave of Kit, the whole mass of spectators 
was congregated in the rear, 

**I may as well stoj) here," quotli the mayor. As he 
uttered these words, his man nimbly wheeled round, and 
with due respect stood behind his master; but at such a 
distance that he could not be suspected of wishing to 
overhear what passed. 

♦* Ay," replied Kit, **I go alone now. But how shall 
I get in? Where is the key?" 

**By the mass, what a blunder!" r^oined the mayor. 
*' I left it on the table in the withdrawing room. Here ! 
Crab, hie thee back, as fast as thy legs will carry thee, 
and on the beech wood table, which stands in the bay 
window, thou wilt find a massy key; bring it hither with, 
all despatch. Fly! Begone!" Crab set off with right 
good will, well pleased to^hink that every step he went 
increased the distance between himself and the Abbey. " 

While they were waiting, Pe verell lipproached. * 'Friend 
Christopher," said he, " i laud your firmness. I would 
do as much myself, an' I did not think you ace singled 
out for the business. Be of good cheer, man: you know, 
as I do, that beings of another world have no power over 
the righteous; and foif beings of this world, you have 
thews enow to grapple with tnem." * ^ 

**Mark me. Master Peverell," replied Christopher. 
" I come to this task at no bidding of my own. I have 
that within me, which tells me, I am prompted to it by a 

r>wer which none of us can resist. I believe, yea, verily 
believe, that some great purpose of the Most High is to 
be accomplished this night — ^and I glorify God that he has 
manifested his love towards me in this special manner. 
What you first beheld — and what we all of us beheld last 
night— was of no earthly origin: it was a mystery of hea- 
^ ven; but whether it betokeneth God's wrath, for some 
* grievous sin committed, or his merciful warning, to save 
us from the repetition of it, is what I am appointed to dis- 
close." 
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The chimes now went the half hour, and Crab had not 
returned* Kit grew impatient, and the major, who still 
stood beside him, evinced sundry signs of a vehement de- . 
sire to take his leave. 

<*I must pass the Abbey ^tes ere the clock strikes 
twelve," said Kit, in a tone of solemn earnestness. 

"And abide the rest!" uttered a voice, in a low whis- 
per, which was audible only to Kit himself. 

**Ay, and abide the rest!" he replied, turning round 
quickly to the side whence the voice proceeded} but there 
was no person near him. 

"Where is he of the iron hand?" said Peverell — " the 
old man who promised to meet you here?" 

"I'll meet thee there!" exclaimed the same voice, 
which now fell upon the ear of Kit, like a heated blast 
from a furnace. 

*' He comes not," continued Peverell. 

"He is here," said Kit, in an accent of agony. 

"I AM here!" was screamed forth in a voice that all 
heard : and at the same moment the doors of the Abbey 
burst open ! In the centre stood the old man — ^billows of 
blood-red flame rolled about bim — in his right hand, the 
arm of whieh was bared np to the shoulder, he held a 
crucifix^ which, as he furiously waved it aloft, seemed to 
stream with fire — ^he beckoned Kit forward, who, as tf 
seized with sudden delirium, rushed onward, exclaiming^ 
**I come! I come! Jehovah is my spear and buckler!^ 
apd ia an instant he was seen by the side of the old man. 
The flames curled around them-^ismal yells and pierce- 
ing shrieks were heard in the afr — ^the doors closed upon 
them with sudden and tremendous violence — and then all 
was dark and silent as before ! 

The first impulse of the people, when this appalling 
scene presented itself, was to fly from the spot; but 
before they could move a hundred yards, th^ sound of the 
closing doors was heard, which reverberated like a peal 
of thunder. They looked back and saw that the terrific 
vision had vanished. Their flight was suddenly suspend* 
ed, except that of his worship the mayor, who never once 
looked behind, or stopped, till he got to his own house, 
where he fairly tumbled over Crab, whom he encountered 
at the door, and demolished his lantern, besides causing 
an ugly bump on his head, the consequence of its coming 
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violently into contact with the wings of a cherub, which 
formed part of the ornaments carved upon an old oak ta* 
ble that stood in the hall. 

Crab, who had run home as fleet as a grey-hound, was 
returning with the pace of a tortoise; for he had a parti- 
cular wish to be too late, because he was afraid of being 
too soon. When, therefore, lie was upset, in the way- 
described, by his worship, he had no more doubt in his 
own mind that Satan himself had broken loose, and was 
close at his master's heels, than he had that he lay sprawl- 
ing on the ground: whereupon, he began to roar most 
lustily, .invoking every saint in the calendar to come to 
his aiu, and crawling, mean while, as fast as he could, un- 
der the old oaken table, where^ when he had securely en- 
sconced himself, he continued to bellow and pray, till the 
uproar brought the other servants into the hall with lights. 

His worship, by this time, had recovered both his breath 
and his wits, and he now began to revile poor Crab ia, 
good set terms, calling him northern tike, bundle of 
beastliness, a Jack, a lagging knave, and telling him he 
vrould present his tallow face to the devil for a candle. 
Crab's lamentations gradually subsided into something 
between a snivel and a whine, as he gathered confidence 
from tlie presence of his fellow-servants; but it was with 
a most rueful countenance that he slowly crawled forth. 

Sicked up the fragments of the shattered lantern, and 
nally slunk away towards the buttery with his broken 
cockscomb. The ipayor fancied that he had really some 
cause for his wrath; in as much as he believed, that had 
Crab hastened back with the key of the Abbey, there 
would have been no occasion for the officious interference 
of the old man, or the goblin with the iron hand, as some 
had begun to call him. Leaving his worship, however, 
to his cogitations, over a cup of spiced Canary, which 
he ordered Bridget Weasell, his housekeeper, to make 
warm and bring him, and which he quaffed with much 
eagerness, return we to the Abbey, where strange things 
were passing. 

When the people fled in terror from the awful sights 
they beheld, Peverell alone remained. He moved not 
With hi» arms folded — liis eves rivetted on the edifice be- 
fore him — all the energies of his mind bent up to witness 
vhnicer m^t occur, he stood motionlesaana silent, and 
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fearing almost to breathe or wink, lest some sound or ti- 
sion snould escape him. About five minutes had elapsed 
thus, and all remained still and dark within the building. 
He then drew nearer — paused — ^listened — nearer still — 
fancied a low, dirge-like air, as if it were the sound of 
many voices chanting a requiem over the dead« broke 
upon his ear^ but at so great a distance that it scarcely 
disturbed the silence of midnight. Anon he beheld — or 
it was some illu8ion-*a funeral train wind slowly round 
the Abbey, noiseless and spectral, and pass the portals, 
which silently opened and closed a^ia! They followed 
a bier covered with a pall $ and on it lay a body«.in form 
and countenance like Kit Barnes; but the form so shrunk- 
en and so withered — ^the countenance with such an ex- 
pression of deeply seated horror on it, that Peverell could 
not repress the involuntary burst of anguish which escaped 
from him. At the same moment he perceived, or thought 
he perceived, a pale light faintly gleaming through the 
lofty windows, wnile dusky shadows of unearthly shapes 
dimly flitted to and fro. 

Peverell both saw and heard, as in a dream. At one 
and the same instant, he seemed to know that these things 
were, and were not; that he was the sport of a disturbed 
imagination, and was the living witness of true, but aw- 
ful mysteries. He was inaccessible to fear, and he was 
too strong-minded to be superstitious. Even under the 
circumstances just described, he was as calm, and his 
pulse beat as regularly, as if he were en^ged in one of 
the most ordinary occupations of daily life. He strug- 
gled with, he fought against, he almost spurned, impres- 
sions which amounted nearly to conviction, merely be- 
cause they resembled a delusion so likely to grow out of 
the situation in which he was placed. 

**I will be satisfied,*' he exclaimed, " if it be possible,** 
and he advanced close to the Abbey door. His hand was 
raised to strike against it, that he might obtain some an« 
swer from within, when suddenly he felt, as though the 
uplifted arm were cased in ponderous steel; it was be- 
numbed and riffid, and fixed beyond his utmost power to 
move it^ At the same moment a voice, issuing from no 
human lips, for none were near him, breathed in bis ears 
these words, '*Thou fool! why so impatient? Thou art 
THE iast!'* As the words, ''T«oy art the last!" 
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were uttered, an icy coldness ran through his bIood» his 
teeth chattered, and his whole body shook as if it were 
ague-stricken. 

Before he could recoTer from this shock, the bell tolled 
the first hour of tweWe. His arm instantly fell powerless 
by his side, the freezing tremour ceased, and he breathed 
once more with perfect freedom. The people, who were 
still gathered together at some distance from the Abbey, 
looked towards it with intense anxiety as the hour strucK, 
exacting every moment to behold a similar scene to that 
which they had witnessed the preceding night. But all 
they saw was, the gates slowly unfolding themselves, and 
the figure of Kit IB&mes just within, rendered visible by 
a sort of crimson glow, which fell upon it, rather than by 
anjr thing which could be called light. By the same mys- 
terious suffu^on, the person of Peverell was now seen for 
the first time: the extreme darkness of the night having 
hitherto concealed his movements from the townspeople. 
Kit came forth, and as be tottered over the threshold, the 
doors closed upon him by the same unseen agency by 
which they had been opened. 

He came forth, and eagerly availed himself of the arm 
of Peverell for support It was the arm that had been 
palsied, but it was now as well as ever. Kit was strange- 
. jy altered; not in the sense of saying he looked more pale, 
or that his eyes were sunken or wild, or that his counte- 
nance expressed amazement and horror. All these things 
were so, and yet it was not tliese that made the altera- 
tion — it was a supernatural, an appalling ^^^!!^ '^^ 
beholders shuddered as they looked on him. They knew 
it was he; yet there was that about him, which made them, 
at the same time, doubt his identity. It was as if fifty 
years of sorrow, and sickness, and age, had passed over 
him, in one short half-hour. His figure had been alwa]rs 
gaunt; but the knitting of his frame was athletic, and his 
step was firm and elastic. Now, he moved along a bony 
shaidow, his features grim and ghastly, and his step feeble 
as infancy itself 

The people sathered round hirti, but s^ke not Pe« 
verell nrst broke silence. In a half- whisper, and in a 
hurried tof^e, he inquired what had taken place. 

"Ask me not,'* said Kit; " I am yorb^dokk to tell!'' 
His voice4iad undei^ne the same awfiil change as his 
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person; it sounded in the ears of BevereU more like the 
howl of the wolf, than the accents of a human being. 

♦*Tut, man!" replied Peverell, with a most impotent 
eflfort to be jocular, ^* what have ye to fear now? iTou 
are safe out of the Abbey, and may tell, without dread, 
what took place while you were in." 

*^ Safe!" exclaimed Kit, in the same wolfish tone, and 
looking behind him with an air of terror, which was a 
more expressive answer to Peverell than any words could 
have been. ^'Safe! ay, as the felon in tne hangman's 
hands, who feels the halter round his neck!" Then sud- 
denly starting back — ^^ Toads and scorpions! the adder 
arid the snake!" he shrieked forth; ^Miow they crawl and 
twine round my path, spitting -their venom at me! A 
deep drawn sigh, as if his heart would break, followed. 
**PevereU," he continued, *'I am not mad, am I?'/ A 
wild and frantic laush — a frightful laugh — such as might 
express a fiend's delight at some unutterable misery to 
man, burst from him. Peverell shuddered. . 

*^ I have seen," said Kit, stopping, and looking fearful* 
ly back towarks the Abbey— 

*f What?" inquired Peverell. 

The sound of Peverell's voice seemed to recall him to 
himself. He slowly turned his head, and fixed his eyes 
upon him — ^tears gushed from them, and his bosom heaved 
with c(mvulsive sobs. *'One! two! three! four!" he ex- 
claimed, pointing with his finger in different directions, 
as he paused between each number; "and four to that, 
and four again — and then — but God is above us, and 
knows all! ay — ^four, and four, and four! — the apostles 
were just so many, and no more. Oh, that my tongue 
might declare what mine eyes have beheld! that I might 
name the names of the chosen — that I might prophesy of 
what is to come!" Then, looking wistfully in the face of 
Peverell, he added, in a tone of thrilling and indescriba- 
ble solemnity, "But thou, my friend, thou art the last!" 

Peverell started at this repetition of words, which had 
once already sounded horribly in his ears. . "I am the 
last!" he exclaimed: "I have heard those words before, 
to-nigbt — what do they import? Tell, if you can." 

**0n! on!" replied Kit, hurrying Peverell forward. 
*^ A funeral pall, which no mortal hand dare uplift, was 
drawn aside tor mbI I gazed,^ and felt the marraw wither 
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in my bones; my flesh shriyelled up, as thou seest— for I 
am but the shadow of what I was." Then raising his 
head, as if addres$ung himself to some invisible being wfio 
hovered above him, he added, *^I obey — my lips are 
sealed for ever." 

Peverell forbore to ask any farther questions, but si- 
lently accompanied Kit to his abode: the people followed, 
observing the same silence. They saw that K.it was in no 
condition, either of body or mind, to be harassed with in- 
quiries; and gradually, they all withdrew to their several 
homes. When Kit entered his cottage, he threw hiiQself 
languidly on a wretched pallet which stood in one comer, 
and clasping his hands together with much fervour, er- 
claimed, in a voice of exceeding tribulation: — **Why 
standest thou so far ofi^ Lord! and hidest thy face in 
the needful time of trouble?" Then, as if recollecting 
whose servant he was, while his countenance brightened 
into a momentary expression of perfect resignation, he 
added, in a tone of penitent humility, ^^In the Lord put 
I my trust— how say ye then to my sqi^I, that she should 
flee as a bird unto the hill?" 

Peverell stood beside him, and watched with deep emo<- 
tion these paroxysms of mental anguish, if not of mentid 
aberration, whicti he now began to consider them. Kit 
fieemed unconscious of his presence, and la^ in the posi- 
tion in which he had first tnpown himself, m^ eyes nxed 
and glaring, gazing on vacancy, his hands clenched to- 
other, and heaving, every no^ and then, deep-drawn 
sighs. Sometimes to lips moved, but no words escaped 
tl^mi at others, he.^uld pray aloud, or give utterance 
to fragments of Scripture, all of which were more or less 
applicable to his own actual state. Once, and only once, 
he began, or rath^ attempted to begin, his mysterious 
numbers; but no stener had he pronounced one—- twor* 
tiian a sort of convjtilsive spasm seized his throat, and, in a 
low, hollow iimrmur;» he articulated, ^♦X obey!" 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



34 THE FIYfi NiaHTS 



CHAPTER IV. 

Peverell was in some perplexitj how to act. He could 
not leave the poor sufferer alone, in his wretched plisht, 
and there was no one to whose care he could. consign him 
(or the remainder of the night Kit had neither wUe, nor 
child, nor kindred of any degree. While he was ponder- 
ing upon this matter, and had half resolved to go and 
rouse the inmates of an adjoining cottage, if they had al- 
ready retired to rest, which was extremely improbable, he 
thought he heard a gentle tap at the door, and the name 
of Kit softly called ou^. The next moment the latch was 
lifted up^ the door opened, and a wild, miserable, wo- 
begone ngure of a woman presented itself. She drew 
back, as she discovered Peverell, by the dim light of a 
lamp which was burning on the hearth, and would have 
retired^ but he bade her enter, which she had no sooner 
'done, than he discovered that it was Madge Hopkins, the 
mother of the poor idiot ^rl, whose death had so strangely 
happened on tne preceding night 

She looked sorrowfully at Kit, as he lay stretched be- 
fore her, in the way already described, and . addressing 
him, who heard her not, said-— "Is it so, man? Thou 
hast been fool-hardy for something; the fiend is stronger 
than thy God — but we arc twin mourners now — and I 
have come to give thee comfort: to give thee that, alas! I 
have most need of, and must ever need — for my poor 
Marian is cold and stark — and I dug her grave myself, 
wo is the day I live to say so! She was a good girl, sir,'' 
she continued, turning to Peverell, while the tears streamed 
from her galled eyes, red with hourly weeping — "she 
was a good girl, and loved me — more than I loved her, 
you'll say, or I had not left her to such a fate; but you . 
are wrong: she lived in my very heart; and now she is 
gone, I feel my hesrt will soon break. So do not blame 
me." 

"I blame you not, good woman," replied Peverell; 
" nor should you reproach yourself for that which was the 
will of Heaven." 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



OF ST. ALBANS. 35 

<^I think I should not," said Madge, wiping her ejes; 
'^ but the poor soal loved me so; though she could not 
speak to tell how much she loved me. Yet / could un- 
derstand all she tried to saj; and then her eyes were a bet- 
ter language than the tongue. Each night, before she 
went to sleep, each morning when she awoke, her arms 
were around mj neck; her warm, pale lips,, pressed mine, . 
and her dainty white fingers woulci pat mj cheek or fore- 
head, as if to say, * God bless you, dear mother, you are 
good, very good, to your afilicted child I' And I wai 
good to her, as far as my means would let me; I was her 
willing slave, by night and by day — she had been as a 
cradl^ infant to me all her life;Wt I never knew the 
hour that was weary, except when I was away from her. 
When she heard my voice — ^when I called Marian, how 
her large blue eyes would sparkle, though, at other times, 
they v^ere dull and cold enough; and when she saw me 
enter the room, her features brightened so, that no one at 
that moment would have called her an idiot, from her 
looks. Ah, Marian! my poor Marian 1 my foully mur- 
dered child! — ^your eye is colder and duller now! — my 
voice will not awaken you! — The sight of your neglect- 
ful mother will brighten your features no more! But she 
makes a brave and comely corpse. Belike, you would be 
pleased to see her, sir,'' she added, addressing herself 
suddenly to Feverell; the rest of her wailing and lamenta- 
tions having been uttered in a sort of mournful rhapsody 
to herself. 

Feverell was about to speak to her in the language of 
consolation, when a heavy groan from Kit attracted his 
attention. ^* I shall hear it a^in," he exclaimed, in a 
tone of agony — **I shall hear it again!" 

"What?" inquired Feverell. 

At that moment, the bell of the Abbey went one. A 
loud shriek told the rest. It was evident, the wretched 
man had a kind of presentiment that his ears were about 
to be invaded by a sound, horrible to his imagination, from 
' the dreadful recollections associated with it How this 
prescient faculty existed in him, or by what secret work- 
ings it manifested itself, it were vain to surmise. He 
could hot himself have explained the mystery, for he had 
started forth from a trance, as it were, and knew only 
what belonged to that first moment of consciousness. The 
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same svittptoms of bodily and mental suffering displayed 
themselves, as each hour elapsed through the night, with 
tiiis lamentable difference, however, that as they in- 
creased in number, his torments were progressively pro- 
longed. 

** How art thou now, friend ?" said Peverell, per- 
ceiving that Kit was looking round the room, and fixing 
his eyes first upon him, ancf then upon Madge, with thai 
sort of vague expression, which indicated that his ikiind 
was at work, to connect the past with the present. 

** You are well to do," added Madge, approaching him, 
^^ with your mad darins. Was it not warning enough to 
see my poor Marian blasted, but you must have a nout 
with Satan ?»^ 

*« How is it with you now?** reiterated Peverell. 

Kit raised himself partly off the bed, leaning upon one 
arm; and looking at Madge, whom he seemed only at that 
moment to recosnise, he exclaimed, *' Marian! Marian! 
Dust, earth, and ashes! Cry aloud, said the Lord to his 
prophet,— cry aloud to the whole world, that all flesh is 
grass, and that all the glory thereof is but as the flower of 
uie field; when the grass is withered, the flower fklleth 
away, when the wind of the Lord bloweth upon it" 

" Well said !" replied Peverell, (affecting feelings which 
he had not, in the hope of rallying Kit) ^^ The fiend has 
not buffeted all thy witA out of thee, I see. There spoke 
Kit Barnes again; bear thyself cheerly, man, and defy the 
cloven hoof." 

Kit heard, but was no partaker of Peverell's raillery. 
His own thoughts were manifestly of a very different cha- 
racter, for casting up his eyes, he ejaculated in a low, but 
fervent tone of voice, ^* Father! if this anguish and sorrow 
which I feel, and death which I see approach, may not 
pass, but that thy will is I must suffer them, thy tviU be 
done!^^ As he uttered the last words, his eyes closed, 
his hands fell, and he relapsed into his former state of in- 
sensibility. 

Peverell now addressed himself to Madge, and was tjro-^ 
ceeding to ask her whether she, or any of her gossips, 
could keep watch by Kit till the morning, when he was 
surprised ny the sudden entrance of the mayor, accom- 
panied by four or five of the townspeople, among whom 
was Clayton, and preceded by Crab, wiO^ the laatera, 
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^hich, like his oAurn head, had been [Nitched and mended 
in the best way it cotild« His worship had evidently not 
been indalsing in thin potations; but having been informed, 
vbile over his third cup of sfnced Canary, not only of what 
had happened, but of something more — for he 'was verily 
assured that ETit had been brought out of the Abbey a 
corpses-he deemed it a part of his ma^teriai duty to 
make instant inquiry into the facts of the case^ Hence^ 
his present untimely visit to Kit's cotta^. 

" Dead enough, poor knave!" he exclaimed, as he looked 
at Kit, whose appearance certainly did not seem to beli^ 
the assertion. 

*^ Desid, indeed !" echoed Crab, who w^ dose at his 
worship's elbow, and holding up the lantern, so as to throw 
a stronger light upon Kit's countenance., than wliat fell 
upon it from the lamp which was in the roonou ^^ He'll 
never move again, I trow." 

*< Dead as any he who was buried a year agone," re^ 
sponded Clayton, in a most doleful voice. 

A convulsive agitation of Kit's whole frame, at this mo- 
ment, with a sudden extension of his arms, produced a 
«cene, which, under other circumstances, would have gone 
nigh te kill Feverell with laughter. Even as it was, it 
made his sides ache, tllayton fell upon his knees, and 
devoutly crossed himself, shutting his eyes from sheer 
fright. His worship made only two strides to the door; 
but those behind, had made only one; and thi'ee of them 
stuck fast in their several efforts to get out first. As to 
Crab, it was no joke to him. The lantern^dropped first; 
his jaw dropped next; and then he dropped himself; for 
down he fell, in as good earnest a swoon as need be; nor 
was it till iha contents of a bucket of water had been 
thrown over him, that he was restored to his senses. The 
first use he made of them was, to take to his heels, (in d«* 
fiance of his master's imperative commands to remain, 
which he was much too terrified to heed,) and scampttr 
home. In his fright, however, he took a wrong turnipf, 
and siiddenljT found himself stopped by the waUg of the 
Abbey. This mischance was too much for bis sc4Q»d: 
senses. He absolutely roared with terror— implored the 
walls not to come near him— backed hioiBelf from ik^ 
step by step, tiU lie thought be had got to a saft <Us- 
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ltnce*-«-€ind then ran and roared till he arrived at his maa^ 
ter's gates. 

M^Awhiie, Peverell related to the major) and tiiose 
who accompanied him, the manner of Kit's egress from 
the Abbey— "the marveltoiis changes wrought in his ap* 

C»araxice and voice^— his wild exciamations^^the awful st* 
nee which seemed to have been enjoined on him— and 
aH that had occurred after he reached his own cottage. 
What had befallen hknaelf, Peverell kept to himself; jind 
concluded bj observing, ^^ it was quite clear liis wits were 
ftot sound at that moment" 

'* I doubt if thej were ever quite in their right place,'' 
(]Uoth his worship. ^*He always appeared to me to be a 
little cracked; and, sureij, if he were not, he would ne- 
ver have adventured upon the exphit he did." 

*' That's asit may be/' rejoined Peverell, thoughtfoUj. 
^<But there will be time to talk of ^hese matters to-mor- 
row; for talk of them we must, and act in them too. 
What we now have to do is to see this man duly ^ken 
care of for the night—- and— " 

"111 watch by him," interrupted Madge, who had 
cowered down in one comer of the room when the mayor 
first entered, and had remained unperceived by him till 
that moment; " I'll watch by him, till morning— 4or I 
cannot sleep now, as I once did." 

" Who is this woman?" inquired the mayor. «« One 
who tJt>€i8 a mother," sighed ibrth Madge, weeping bitterly; 
as if the recollection of her t>ereavement had been newly 
awakened. 

Peverell told her story; and his worship coined his pity 
into a piece of mcmey, which he offered Mad^e. 

" I am poor enough," said she, "to n^ed this bounty," 
looking at the money in her hand: ^but wherefore should 
I? It will not buy yesterday, and Marian with it: and 
there will be no to*morrow for me, in this world, ere long: 
90 take back your alms-deed," she codtinued, restoring to 
his worshjp what he had given, and courtesying with 
^reat fespect ^^ It is not a proud stomach which returns 
ity but a breaking heart, that does not want it" 

"Dp you thinK,^' ^said Clayton, in a half whisper to' 
Peverell, " tiiat she is fit io have the care of this man?^ 

*^ He will never want more miring then I can give )6m^ 
I warrant ye/' replied Bladge, who overheard £e ques- 
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tion. TlWn looking steadfastly at Kity she added* <^ The 

day that sees Marian in htr grave, will see Kim readj for 

, his — and me for miiie, if God hearkens to my prayers!" 

** Where is your daughter?" asked Clayton. 

** Where we shall all be, sooner or later, I hope," re- 
plied Madge— ** In heaven!" 

** I mean, where is her body?" rejoined Clayton. 

^^ In bed, now: it will be in a ^oud and cc^n to-mor- 
row: and i' the earth come next day! But I dressed her 
clean, head gear and night clothes, and laid her as she 
was wont to lie, with her arm on my pillow— ^nd she 
looks for all the world, as if she only slept. But, alas! 
she is ^ead. Ju^t so I left her last night, when the fonl 
fiend of the Abbey bore her away and strangled her be- 
neath the north wall." 

>^ And do you m^in to leave lier all night?" inquired 
the mayor. 

*^ Leave her!" exclaimed Madge, mingling confusedly 
in her own thoughts at the moment the event of the pre- 
ceding night with the object of this question, ^^Oh, yes, 
I left her and lost her* I left hei: for an hour, and 
lost ker— for ever! It was an^-ill trick of me. But is 
it now yoa talk of ?^ Oh, sh^^l bide my return in tl^ 
momlng; besides, her grandam, who loved her doMst 
as much as I did, is there to watch and weep, and / could 
do no more. " 

** Well, then," said Peverell, "you will tarry here till 
I come again, which shall be at an early hour, and Iwfore 
I break my fast." 

'* Marry will I," replied Madge; ** and he shall lack 
no comfort of tongue or hand the while, if he wake to 
need any." , 

They then left the cottage, and Mad^e, fastening the 
door, that no latch-lifter might enter, sat ner down in one 
corner of the room opposite to Kit, sWho lay seemingly in 
a profound sleep, but whose appearance was ghastly in the 
extreme. The grim lines of death were imprinted on his 
face, and his features seemed fixed in that pallid distor- 
tion which they wore when he came forth from th« Abbey. 
The blood had forsaken his cheeks and lips, and they 
were^ overspread with a livid hue. The bones of the face 
ttood oat as if femine had censumed the fie^ Aat once 
covered tliem. His nostrils were distended — his mouth 
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drawn down, disclosing three or four large discolouretl 
teeth; beneath their closed lids his prominent ejes could 
be seen, sometimes slowlj, at others rapidly rolling 
to and fro, while his huge bony hands were tightly 
xiasped together across his brawny chest. The lamp 
that was burning, threw onl;^ a partial light upon hi^ 
countenance and £gure, leaving in daric and appalling 
shadows the greater •portion of both. Madse, ab- 
sorbed as her mmd was in her own particular grief, gazed 
upon this almost spectral object without seeing it^ as it 
were J but once or twice during the night, when be moved 
and her attention was drawn to him, she wa& startled at 
his appearance. 

** A word with you, friend," said Peverell to Clayton,, 
as they were proceeding along after they quitted the cot- 
tage, and had bade the mayor and others good night» 
^' X ou and I saw the first of this strange busines— -we must 
see the list of if 

*' What mean you?" repKed Clayton. 

*^«I mean," snswered FeVerell, "that come what may 
—•but what I would urge will be better done in the broad 
glare of day. Mine, and thy, spirits are too much dis- 
turbed by that which we have seen and heard to address 
themselves to such a theme at this dreary hour of night 
To-morrow, I'll crave your leisure for a matter I have to 
mention; and so fare the well, friend." 

They parted, — Clayton with his thoughts occupied in 
conjecturing what Pievefell co^ld mean, and Peverell 
himsdf gloomily brooding over pbins which he hardly 
hoped to accomplish* 






CHAPTER V. 

Before Peverell "had quitted his chamber the next 
morning, he was informed that a stranger was below who 
wished to speak with him. " He Mfill not tell his errand,'* 
quoth the serving-man, "but he vrill wait your pleasurfe.'* 

"What like is he?" said Peverell. 
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**0f mytrotht" replied Francw, "I cannot Mr, ex- 
cept that he be tall enough for a Maypole^ He is closely 
wrapped in a cloak from head to Goot; and save a glimpse 
I had of one of his e jes, which was as fierce as a dragon, 
and as black as a raven, I did not see so moch as a nair 
of hb beard •'* 

"Bid him tarry awhile," rejoined Peverell,^'and Pll 
be with him.'* 

He was not long before he descended, into the room 
where the stranj^r was waiting. Upon his entraace, he 
was standing, with his back towards him^ contemplating 
with apparent earnestness a painting of the crucifixmi 
which tiling over the fir^phice* Tli^ approach of Peve<- 
rell roused him from his meditation. He turned round, 
and with an air of much dignity as well as of courtesy, 
saluted him. Peverell surveyed him with a hasty glance. 
His stature was gigantic, bint well proportioned withal; 
and as he strode across the chamber to nieet Peverell, the 
polid oaken flooring seemed to creak beneath his tread. 
He had suffered his cloak to fall back, and the richness 
of his apparel denoted a Jperson of superior rank. His 
entire dress was sable, of the most costly texture^ and in 
his hat' waved a lofty plume of ostrich feathers of the same 
colour. He ap|»earea to be about the middle age of life, 
but his black hair and beard were fleckered with gray. 
On his ample forehead sat deep thou^ht» while from his 
large, penetrating eyes, flashed a dauntless and resolute 
spirit, without, however, any mixture of ferocity. 

Peverell was considering how to accost htm, when the 
stranser spoke. 

*• 10^ are a brave tnan, friend," said he, "and have 
in vou that quality tvhich makes daring a virtue, raising 
it above the mere display of sinews ami quick passion; 
therefore, I ^eek you. It is with such metal sreat achieve- 
ments ai'e wrought, and great purppses fulfilled. When 
you stood alone last night, unmoved and immoveable, 
while the terror-stricken people fled like hares before the 
hounds, I marked you out as one fitted to do more in 
.the same cause. You saw me not vHow shoulfi you? 
You had eyes and ears only for the wonders that encom- 
passed you» '/With my cloke around me I surveyed* un« 
qtpegfed, the whole scene, from the self-devotion of the 
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poor fanstic who rushed on perdition, to the intrepid con- 
duct of yourself, who, unscared by what you had seeii^ 
and in the singleness of your own dauntless spirit, which 
was not thereto impelled by the vain glory of winning ap« 
planse from your fnends or neighbours, for you were alone 
and in darkness, advanced to the very portals of the sa« 
cred building, determined to be satisfied. This was the 
heroism of the mind. And you were satisfied." 

^^Of whatP^' exclaimed Peverell, suddenly. He had, 
till now, listened to this singulaF address, delivered as it 
was, with a graceful fluency, and in a tone of vdoe, at 
cmce grave, prepossessing,, and impressive, equally unable 
to guess its purport, or penetrate the character of the 
speaker* But an overwhelming thought all at once darted 
across his mind, and impelled nim to demand, with some 
agitation, of what he had been satisfied. 

"That MORE jLEMAiNsl" rejoiued the stranffier, witban 
emphatic solemnity of manner. "That a dark and fear- 
ful mystery— whether of sod or^evil who shall sayB— is . 
veiled from our eyes I Sut be it of heaven, oi^beit of 
hell, this is certain — ^a .voice has gone forth commanding 
that it shall be unveiled. Why else these terrible signfr— 
these tokens of unearthly visitation — ^these denotementa 
of an invisible power, visibly at work? I have travelled 
in far countries: the Arab of the desert, Uie holy ancho-. 
rite of the rocky cave, and of the deep glen— the priest of 
the altar — the potent magician— and the seer who«e locks 
have whitened in the search after Nature's nost hidden 
secrets, have lived in fellowship with me— -I have seen 
the might of the prince of darkness, triumph over that of 
the ministers of the Holy One, who dwelleth in.everlast^ 
ing glory— and I have seen it scattered before his power, 
like the leaves of autumn when the sharp wind of the 
north comes roaring from the hills— ^I have beheld the in- 
cantations of the sorcerer vex whole nations with plaoue, 
and pestilence, and famine— and I have stood by, while^ 
the unclean spirit of the arch fiend has been exorcised and 
driTen out;— the miracles of heaven, and the abomina- 
tions of hell, have passed before me; but I have never 
seetf^-nOy nor have my ears heard— that when He who is 
above, vouchsafes to invite— or he who prowls lyon this 
earth, seeking whom he may devoum dares to dety«^ ia 
for man's weal, to fold his imns and ory — ^ Wherefbrt 
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'fihottM I irevUe mjself?' Nor hive I read jou ariditmjr 
fiiMMl, if jour heart speak not the same language.'' 

Here tlie stranser paused for a moment; then^ laying 
his hand famiiianjr on Peverell^s shoulder, he added, 
** And what Is he, you would ask^ who thus dis<^our8es to 
youP' Peverell bowed his head in assellt to this obsenra* 
tion. 

^^Let us sit,'* continued the stranger. Peverell placed 
a diafar, and seated himself in another, opposite his myste* 
rious visiter. 

'^I am but a sojourner in this land, and, as mr tongue 
declares, not a native^ ^fy name— but there will be ano* 
ther time for ancestry and descent — cM me, as I call 
myself, plain Fitz*Maurice. Do jrou see this scar?" and 
he parted his hair on one side of his forehead, when Pe:> 
Terell perceiTed a crimson transverse mark, with a fresh* 
ness or appearance as if it were a newly-healed wound. 
'^When Iwas in Mauritania, now some twenty years 
naoe, I adventured my person and my life against a fell 
nu^eian, who, by midnight spells and potent charms, had 
power to wake the dead— -to make cbarnel houses yield 
op their clattering bones, and the deep dug grave its 
shrouded tenant Tlie fiendish dwarf, for he was as mis- 
shapen in body as in soul, could visit with swift death, 
too (where his malice aimed at life), by occult sympathies 
of the contagious air which he infected; or strike the 
limbs with hideous distortion, foul sores, and wasting dis* 
ease, b^r his sorcery. 

*^This im|) of Acheron dwelt in a cave, or den, a mile 
beyond the city^ whose entrance was yarded by a mon- 
ster, engendered, as it was said, by his necromantic art, 
from the seed of the serpent cast into the seething blood 
of infants, (the first born of their parents), during an 
eclipse of the moon; and kept boiling for nine-times-nine 
hours, by a fire fed with maidens' eyes. The fairest and 
the loveliest diooped and. died, to make the accursed, 
ehann complete. Bui the wealth of princes, in rare jew- 
els, in precious stones, and bars of unwrought sold; balea 
of ri^ siUc, dyed in all the colours of the rainbow, and- 
any one of which had been a dowery for an empress; pearlv 
beyond price; aroinatic gums, gath^ed in the phcenix'r 
^^ita 4^ essence of an Egyptian mummy, distilled two 
"^^^^ — ^ years ago by a sybrf» who, in a proph^tie Jnood, 
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called it Yenarkon^ or the *• Giver or Live,' from iU 
power of bestowing immortalitj upon whomsoever should 
obtain it at the peril of life and soul:--the8e, and the 
privilege to wive with the noblest and fairest damsel in 
the country, even though she stood next the throne itself,, 
were offered to him who should slaj the magician of the 
den. 

*^ A largess like this tempted many, but none ever came 
back to tell of their encounter. Their bones whitened 
the ground, in front of the cave, and their flesh fattened 
the monsterlvhich guarded ifs mouth. I was joumevtng 
through Mauritania, and heard the thin^ which I have 
related. I offered mjself for the enterpnse, and the re* 
ward, if I succeeded. My offer was accepted. To tell 
you how I fared were tedious. I should mjself grow 
weary of a tale I have told through many a summer's day, 
in bower, in court, and hall, to .wondering listeners. Suf* 
fice it, that I prevailed. I slew the monster — ^I penetrated 
into the den— -^appled the dwarf devil ^y the throat— and 
maugre his pestiferous breath, which belched forth poi* 
son, as he yelled within my grasp, while the surrounding 
hills rebellowed with his roar^ I held him, dashed bis 
talisman to the earth, and then threw his fell carcass from 
me— a black and strangled corpse. 

*^ In the conflict I received tjiis," pointing to the scar 
on his forehead: *^I know not how or when; I felt no 
blow— I was conscious of no wound; but there it ever xe- 
mains, fresh as if done but yesterday-— a crimson trophy 
.of my victory I choose to call it There are times, in- 
deed, when it seems to burn inwards to my brain; bat I 
know how to quench its fires. 

" I returned to the city in triumph. The people fell 
down before me, in an ecstacy-of gratitude and admira- 
tion. The mighty wealth which Inad earned—^the won-* 
drous riches that awaited me, I refused — I wanted them 
not, and they would have encumbered me. I claimed 
only, and I obtained, the prophetic sybil's elixir, which I 
aver carry about me. Wnether it have the power of be- 
stowing immortality, or whetl^er the deed I performed 
fiilfilled the condition upon which that power depended, 
must be read in some page that futurity shall open be- 
fiire me." 

Peverell listened to this stcange narrative with profound 
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attention; but as he was no believer in magic — ^no. disci- 
ple of superstition— -he almost began to doubt the sound- 
ness of his visiter's intellect. One thing, however, he 
could not doubt — ^that Fitz-Maurice himself was perfect- 
ly convinced of the truth of all he^ad related. And, af- 
ter all, Peverell's scepticism amounted to no more than 
this, that he could not believe; not that he denied die pos- 
sibilitj, or even the probability, of what he doubted. 
There is, indeed, in the natural constitution of the strong- 
est mind, a dim and obscure persuasion that the beings of 
another world may have communion with this; that crea- 
tures, endowed with faculties totally dissimilar from our 
own, may exist; and that they may possess a power to 
mingle in human transactions, of whose nature and extent 
we are necessarily ignorant. Hence, the gross supersti- 
tions, and brutal idolatries, of those rude s^es, and of that 
rude state of society, in which man substitutes his passions^ 
his hopes, and his fears, the things he wishes, and the 
things he would avoid, for his reason, which teaches him 
not only what he should wish, and what avoid, but how 
io regulate his hopes and fears. Hence, too, that portion 
of superstitious feeling which lurks in every mind; which 
no mental vigour, no moral or religious discipline, can 
wholly eradicate; and which makes every man accessible 
to tiie influence of mysterious terror, under some circum- 
fliances or other. - 

Fitz-Maurice paused for a moment, and appeared some- 
what agitated by the recital of an adventure, which had 
lieen attended with such extraordinary incidents. He 
seemed to penetrate, however, what was passing in Peve- 
rell's mind, for he proceeded thus: — 

*^ It is a^harp tnal of jour faith, I perceive, to digest 
the things I have told. Bat go, you, twenty, or twenty 
hundred miles from this fair tower, and repeat that which 
thou sawest last night with thine own eyes, — that which 
tboii knowest to be the very soul of truth, however it may 
o'erpass thy intelligence to expound: would you not find 
incredulous spirits ready to scoff and dbe? Believe it, 
there are more mysteries in thb world than philosophy 
can teach the causes of; and he is still a child, who reads 
only in his own book, and refuses to look into the .vo 
lume that is opened by another. I will tell thee a merry 
coneeit that happened when I was journeying in the spicy 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



46 THE FIVE Hioars 

vatkyg of Arabj the blest. There came a certain tnan to 
his nei^bour, and said, < I have seen a miracle !'-*-*« Of 
what?* quoth his neighbour. * A camel that did talk.'-^ 

* And V said his neighbour, ^ have seen a greater miria- 
cle — a lion swallowed by an ape. '-r—* Nay, that is impos* 
sible,' quoth the other. ^ And naj,' said his neighbour. 

* You would make an ape of me to swallow your lion 5 you 
would fain have me believe what you saw, but deny me 
Tour belief for that which I have seen. Remember, 
henceforth, that he who carries wonders to market, must 
expect to find others there, with the like commodity to 
sell.'^ 

Peverell smiled at this quip of Fitz-Maurice, and ob- 
served, that in truth, there was no such denial of faith in 
him as he supposed $ and if there had been, he confessed 
his pertinent allusion to the events of the preceding night, 
(putting out of his consideration what he had previously 
witnessed, of which he, Fitz-Maurice, was ignorant,) was 
so home a case, that he could not choose but give hb cre- 
dence. V* But to what end,*' he added,- "am I now ho- 
noured by this visit?" 

**To the end," replied Fitz-Maurice, "that thoa 
shouldst approve thyself worthy in the^^ght of God and 
man. I am, as I have told you, but a sojourner in tids . 
landf andv moreover, a dweller in this place but of a few 
hours. Therefore, it is not meet, nor would it be so ac* 
counted by the people here^ that X should stand forward 
as thou mayest, and as it is fit thou shouldst. At ni^t- 
fiill, yesterday, I entered St Albans, on my way to the 
metropolis; and at the hostelry where I rested, hearing tli« 
tidings of what had happened, I sallied forth, to be a wit- 
ness of what was to happen, and noted thee, in the way I 
have described. Mine own adventure in Mauritania came 
o'er my mind; and in my heart I said, here is a man to do 
the like. Did I err?" 

"Most certainly not,** replied Peverell, with ^reat 
energy. The dark eyes of Fitz-Maurice sparkled with 
delieht, and his countenance beamed with an expressioa 
of gladness, which seemed to say, "It is done! my tri- 
umph approaches!" 

"You have encountered me," continued Peverell, "in^ 
an apt mood for the enterprise ypu would piit me to." 

He then related in what manner himself and Clayton 
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bad first witiMsed the noetornal mastery of tlie Afabej; 
the occnrrences of the following night; the inexplicable 
presence of the old oian at the town-hall; the portento«^ 
voice, issuing from unseen lips, which had whispered in 
his ear, he was the last; his- fixed, immoveable arm>t the 
Abb^y door; the melancholy plight of poor Kit Barnes, 
vith the spell that aeemed to be upon him, chaining his 
toBf^e to^ilenpe; mid, lastly, the pitiful death of Marian, 
the idiot. 

While Peverell was recounting these things, litz-Mau- 
rice appeare<l[, not as if he were Itstening to somediing he 
had never heard,but as though he were scrutinizing^ iit his 
own mind the fidditjr of what he heard. Once or twice a 
smile played across his features; but of so peculiar a dia- 
racter, that any one observing him, and ignorant^ the 
natter in discourse between them, might have thought he 
pecceived exulting vengeance subdued, and kept down by 
doubts and liears. This blended expression was most 
strongly displayed, when Peverell was descrilNog what 
had l^{allen himself, and the circumstances of Marian's 
mournful fate. Peverell having concluded his little histo- 
ry, added, ^^ Here the matter cannot rest; and I formed 
the settled resolution 4ast nisht, before I slept, of pro- 
posing some plan, though 1 hardly know what, for discover- 
ing the cause of all these supernatural events, if superna- 
tural thev be.*' . 

" Methinks," said Fitz-Maurice, *^ it were well if some 
certain number — some twelve or so — of the most grave 
and considerable men in the town, were to unite for that 
purpose.". 

" Why,. truly," replied Peverell, smiling, ."that would 
be well enough; and, for my own part, I should desire no- 
tiling better; but I am right sure there be scnne of our^veiy 
gravest, and who are the very top men of the place, that 
would as lief undertake to swallow yx>ur sword, and not 
make a wry fac6 at it,-as come forward to join me in ^tiiat 
which I have more than a month's mind to propose." 

**And what is that?" asked Fitz-Maurice. 

" Why, that I, and as many more as I can persuade to 
it— for there is bravery in numbers — should take up our 
quarters in the Abbey to-morrow night, and watch." 

^* But why not this night?" interrupted Fitz-Maurice, 
qoiddlf. ^^Let no man trust till to-morrow; it is the 
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cheat of life— the future that never come8-**4he grave of 
many a buried enterprise of noble birth, which, Tike the 
lightning'a flash, is born and tlies, ere the voice oif him that 
sees can cry, behold! Why not this night, which is 
yours^ while to-morrow's lies in the womb of time— per- 
chance within the portals of eternity ? I, too," he adaed, 
*< would tarry a single night on my journey, to share with 
you its wonders or its dangers, if I may be so permitted 
to do." 

Peverell was struck with the impetuous and eager man- 
ner of Fitz-Maurice, as he thus urged him not to delay 
his purpose, and replied, *' to-night be it, with all my 
heart, an' I .can prevail with others as easily as thou hast 
prevailed with me." 

** You will prevail," rejoined Fitz-Maurice: '^doubt it 
not. A brave man makes braye men, whom shame keeps 
from being cowards. But I must away now, for I have much 
business l^tween this and darkness, that will not wait." 

Fitz-Maurice arose to depart. 5^ You shall see me 
a&ain,"he said, as he descended into the hall; ^^bat 
where, and when? Here? or at the Abbey? And the 
hour?" 

** At the Abbey," replied Peverell. 

"As the clock strikes eleven?" said Fitz-Maurice. 

'*As the clock strikes elevien," rejoined Pevereilf 
placing hi» hand in that of. Fitz-Maurice, which was ex- 
tended to receive it. "^hne, or with others, / will be 
there; but if o^e, still I keep my word with you." 

When Peverell opened the hall-door, he perceived a 
richly caparisoned steed, coal black, and decked with sa- 
ble housings, held by a dwarf, habited in the dress of a 
page. Fitz-Maurice vaulted on the back of his proud 
courser, who pawed the earth impatiently, , champing the 
curb, as. if in disdain of its control; and in. a moment he 
was out of sight, followed by his page on a palfrey-of equal 
mettle. 



)igitized by VjOOQ iC 



OF ST. ALBANS. 49 



CHAPTER VI. 

Pevbhell now remembered him of his promise to visit 
Kit's cottage the first thing 4n the morning, and calling 
for his bonnet and staff, he proceeded thither, ruminating, 
by the way, on the interview he had just had with Fitz* 
Maurice. '* This night," he mentally exclaimed, "that 
funeral pall which poor Kit Barnes talked of in his 
ratings, may, perhaps, be drawn aside for me as well as 
for him. Well i we shall see; but, as I lack his enthusi- 
asm, I do not thinks whatev^ happens, I shall lose either 
my wits or my tongue, as he has done. I am just in an 
excellent frame of mind to be fooled or converted: my 
senses compel me to acknowledge what I have seen and 
heard; while my reason, with no less compulsion, makes 
me rebel against my senses. What will be the end of it, 
lies, as Fitz-Maurice said of his elixir, which is to give 
him a charmed life, in some page that futurity shall open 
before me.'* 

As he finished this silent soliloqtiy, he arrived at the 
door of Kit's cottage. When he entered, he found seve- 
ral of the honest blacksmith's neidibeurs assembled, who 
were alternately condoling with Madge, and pouring forth 
their unheeded lamentations over Kit Peverell learned, 
upon inquiry, that he had slept lethargically through the 
night, had never once spoken or unclosed his eyes, and 
could scarcely be said to have moved, except a convulsive 
agitation of his body, every time the Abbey-bell tolled the 
hours, as they passed. He had undergone no change ia 
his appearance, save a slight clenching of his teeth, and a 
livid aiscoloration of the lips. As to Madge, she looked 
precisely the sort of being which the imagination of a poet 
would have created, to watch the dying slumbers of one 
who was perishing by witchcraft. She might have passed 
for a familiar of the very fiend, beneath whose wasting 
power Kit lay subdued. Her haggard countenance, her 
half-crazed look, her disordered dress, her inflamed and 
fretted eyes, and that marble apathy of manner, caused by 
the benumbing quality of her own grief, which hadanni* 
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hllated hope, and therefore denied itself consolation — 
were all in fine, but terrible accordance with the scene. 
She seemed already dead in heart and mind;-^she spoke 
to no one — ^eave sullen and forward answers, when ad- 
dressed; and some food that had been placed before her 
by her neighbours she utterly rejected. 

Peverell saw that he could be of no service at present. 
Kit needed nothing; and if he did, there were enow of 
gossips about him, to take care that he had whatever he 
might need. He therefore quitted the cottage, not unwil- 
ling to escape from the presence of misery which he was 
unable to alleviate. 

He called upon Clayton as he returned, whom he found 
at breakfast with his dame. He was cordially invited to 
partako with them, and he willingly took his seat at their 
board. 

" What is tol)ecomeof us all. Master Peverell?" quoth 
ffood-wife Clayton, breaking silence. '^I would that 
Siee and my husband here, had been in your beds, as be- 
shrew you, ye ought to have been, or ere you were the 
first to see and report what you have." 

"Ay, dame,'' replied Peverell, "and if I had had a 
bedfellow as well as a bed, like my friend, who knows but 
we should both of us have made better speed from Dun- 
stable P Your bachelor's bed is only for sleeping in, and 
I never care to seek my pillow till it be past midnight 
When it is high summer, indeed, 1 seldom shut my eyes 
before the cock opens his." 

"You are bookish, friend," observed Clayton, "and 
read o' nights, when other men dream." 

" I bless my stars," exclaimed his wife, "that I can 
neither read nor write." 

"The more's the pity, Kate," added Clayton, "for 
{hen, perad venture, thy tongue would sometimes rest, 
which now serves thee tor pen and book." 

" But how do I use my hands, you gag- tooth Jack?" 
quoth Madam, and bent her brows wrathfully, " I can 
brew, — " 

" Marry can you," interrupted Peverell, slily, "and 
good ale, too; that's as fit for a churching, as a cudgel for 
a cursed quean." 

" ^s," continued the offended dame, determined to go 
throggH the whole catalogue of her good qualities as a 
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hovsewire; ^^and I can bake, make butter and cheese, 
spin and card, sow, and have, besides, some skill in vny 
needle, as our naperj can show; and which of these be 
not better than reading or writing, I would fain learn?" 

"Ay, which, indeed," responded Peverell; "and so I 
warrant ye, says your good man, as often as he drinks 
your ale, or e^s your cheese, or wipes hia face with a 
napkin. Do you not. Master Clayton?" 

Clayton, whom long experience had taught how to lay 
a storm, when he had unwittingly raised one, as he had 
done in this instance, chucked his wife under the chin, 
and said, " Get thee a mate. Master Peverell, when thou 
vFiU, and thou shalt still wish she were like my Kate. 
Kiss me, wench; by my troth, I meant not to flirt or fromp 
thee." 

It happened with Dame Clayton as with some others of 
her sex: she could better brook to be told of what she did 
badly, than to be taunted with what she could not do at 
all. It was, in truth, no great matter of reproach to her 
that she could neither write nor read, for many a proud 
and mincing she, who trod in courts and castles, and had 
fair knishts of chivalry to wear their favours, were no bet- 
ter taught But whether it was that the wind blew from 
a wrong quarter, or that there had beei^ some previous 
demonstrations of conjugal civil war, which the arrival of 
Peverell had suspended, so it was, that wMsn her husband 
held out the flag of peace, and approached to ratify the trea- 
ty, she scornfully repulsed him saying, "You shall know, 
V\\ have my lips as much at liberty as my tongue; the one to 
say what I list and tlie other to touch whom I like;" and 
moreover she muttered something about the "churl's 
breath smelling so strong, that she cared as much for kiss« 
in^him as for looking on hint." 

This little matrimonial interlude had driven clean out 
of the good-wife's head that which had been uppermost 
in it for the last two days; and it was not till Peverell, 
turning to Clayton, told him he had been that morning to 
visit Kjt Barnes, that she remembered she ought to be 
frightened. 

"I do not think the poor fellow will live," said Pe- 
. verell. 

"I thought he was dead last night," replied Chyton, 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



62 THK FIVE NIGHTS 

^<and just when I thought so, he gave a kick with oRe of 
his 1^9 as lustily as a Hercules." 

*' les," rejoined Peverell, lau&hing heartilj at his re- 
collection (^f the scene which folbwed, ^'I hardly know 
who quaked most — you, his worship^ or Crab." 

^^I was sore afraid, I do confess," said Clayton^ ^^net 
because I found him alive, but because I expected to fiud 
him dead: it was the suddenness of the thing that scared 
me. Give me time to collect my courage, and I have as 
much of it as any man." 

"Well, then," quoth Peverell, gravely, "you will 
have all the time you can require, between this and ele- 
ven o'clock to night " 

" For what," inquired Clayton. 

"To collect your courage and go with me to the Al>- 
bey." 

"To the Abbey!" ejaculated Clayton. 

"To the Abbey!" echoed his wife. 

"Ay," said Peverell^ calmly,/* to the Abbey, and 
into the Abbey, and there to watch till dawn, if need be.'' 

"Husband!" exclaimed Dame Clayton, pathetically, 
putting her handkerchief to her eyes, " do you wish to 
make a widow of me." 

Clayton had neVer felt more inclined in all his life to 
be a tender and affectionate husband, and avoid any thing 
which might give his dear spouse pain, than he did at 
that moment. Yet he was no coward, in the general 
meaning of that term. Give him day-light, a good cause, 
and a tough cudgel, and he would be found at the end 
of a fray, where ne had first planted his foot at tlie be- 
ginning. But he was no Fitz-Maurice, to dust a maei- 
cian's jacket: and all the maidens' eyes in England mignt 
have been used for fuel, ere he would have brought nis 
nose within si^ht of the goblin who had a fancy for such 
a fire. Still, he could not stomach the idea ot acknow- 
ledging so much of his fears, as would have kept him out 
of daneer; and still less could he bring himself to say to 
Peverell, you may go, but I will not. He knew his friend 
to be a man of resolute mind, but not of foolish daring: and 
the inclination of his heart was, to confess, that what Pe- 
verell himself would engage in, was what no man could 
decline, and swear by his courage afterwards. 
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*^Do you mean to go?'' said he> addressing Peverell. 
** Most certainly.'' 
**And alone?" rejoined Clayton. 
**Not as I ho[)ef" replied Peverell. " JPott will ac- 
Gompanj me; and it shall go hard but we, setting thus tiie 
example, will find others ashamed to say us nay." 

** Yes," interposed his wife, sobbing aloud, ^^and you 
will all come out dead« like that poor lout. Kit Barnes. 
What hare you to do with the devil's pranks, when he 
chooses to play them? The bishops augnt to be sent for 
to drive him out of the Abbe^r, ana bring some holy wa-* 
ter with them. He can't amde the sight of holy water, 
and they could set enough, I warrant, to wash the whole 
Abbey, so that he could not find a spot wliereon to put 
his hoof, without scalding it worse than if it were dipped , 
in boiling lead. I wonder the mayor does not know that, 
and send to the Archbishop of Canterbury." 

Peverell could not refrain from smiling at this notable 
scheme of the good woman, for dislodging Satan from his 
quarters, although his mind was occupied, at the time, 
%vith thoughts of a much more solemn kind. Clayton, 
meanwhile, contented himself with comforting his spouse, 
bj assuring her that in whatever he did, he woula take 
especial care not to put his life in jeopardy; and by re- 
minding her that there was a hi^ aifierence between 
going, as Kit did, in company with that little old devil^ 
who was sure to be an overmatch for him, and going as he 
should, with Peverell, and two or three hundred more; 
for he was determined to stipulate beforehand for a suffi- 
ciently numerous company. 

"It is agreed, then," said Peverell, *''that we ga to- 
gether." 

**Yes," replied Clayton, after a pause. ''iJut haw 
raany,'^ he added, ^^da you think the Abbey will hold» 
because we may as well have it fullr" 

When his wife found that neithet; her tears nor her ex- 
postulations were likely ta succeed against Peverell's in- 
flaence over her husband, she withdrew, with somewhat 
more of the manner of a woman vexed, because her will 
prevailed not, than of a wife sorrowful at the thought of 
Decoming a widow. 

"Now we are in private," said Peverell, ** I'll impaj^ 
ta thee matter that shall weigh greatly, peradventure, in 
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fixing your resolution. We are not alone in this busi- 
ne88« I can tell thee; and we aJioll not be alone." 

Peverell then related to Clayton all that had passed be- 
tween himself and Fitz-Maunce^ and at the conclusion, 
observed, ^^ Keep this in thine own breast, for the know- 
ledge of it maj work clean contrary to tlmt which is our 
purpose. That Fitz- Maurice will be tliere, I dare avouch 
upon mj oath, let who may come likewise; but it is not 
equally certain that others will oflfer their presence so 
riSdily, an' it be known another stranger is to apfiear; for 
they will have the notion in their heads forthwith, that 
be IS a second goblin with the iron hand." 

Clayton accepted the secret, and pledged himself to si- 
lence. But his thoughts still ran upon a goodly compa- 
ny of adventurers in this business, and he again asked 
Peverell, if he expected a great crowd? 

"Tut, man!" replied Peverell, **the fewer the better* 
If there be real danger, a few will still be too many to have 
peril thrust upon themf and if there be noncT-as, by my 
soul, I think there is not — why^, then, half a dozen re- 
solved hearts will not infect the imagination with idle ter- 
rors, out of which the phantom danger is so often shaped." 

Clayton was any thing but convinced by this species of 
ailment He felt, for his own part, that he wou4d ra- 
Mier be frightened by any body, and laugh at the jest af- 
terwards, than have nobody with him, when he was 
frightened, and nothing at which to laugh. The more the 
merrier, was his maxim, whether it was to junket or to 
funk it, and could he have had his wUU there should not 
have been an able-bodied man in St Albans on the out- 
side of the Abbey, that n^ht, after the clock struck ele- 
ven. However, he could not urge the matter any far- 
^ther; but in the way of a slight consolation to himself, he 
put his wishes into the shape of an opinion, and declared^ 
that he " should not wonder, when the time came, if eve- 
ry bod v went" 

"We shall see how that may be," replied PeverelU 
carelessly; "but now, methinks, the first thing to be done 
is to repair to his worship, and have some consultatioa 
with him. Will you along with me?" 

"Ay, surely," said Clayton, and forth they sallied. 

The mayor had but just risen when they arrived at his 
house. The combined effects of much frightmuchi spiced 
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sack and Canary, and an inordinately late hoar in going to 
bed, had made him court his pillow greatly beyond his 
usual time. 

" Clayton and myself," said Peverell, after some cus- 
tomary salutations had been exchanged, ^^ have agreed to 
vfntch in the Abbey this ni^t; and as we were the first 
who saw and bruited about tnese marvellous appearances, 
perchance we may be the last whom they will trouble." 

**0h, dear!— oh, dear!" groaned forth a voice in the 
room, in a tone of unaffected surprise and dismay. It 
was Crab, who was standing behind his master's chair, 
and who was utterly unable to repress this audible ex- 
pression of his feelings, at hearins what he considered . 
such a tremendous purpose avowed. 

"Hold thy peace, thou brawling varlet!" said his wor- 
ship. Then, turning to Peverell and Clayton, he add- 
ed, ^^ Thou dost well, I think; and whatsoever I can do 
to render thee service in the undertaking, thou mayest 
freely command." 

*' We do not reckon upon going alone," said Clayton; 
^< and I am of opinion, if your worship were to make pro- 
clamation to that effect, every man in the town would ac- 
company us." 

At these words. Crab recollected something he had to 
do in tiie kitchen, and stole incontinently awaj, lest he 
. should be invited to make one of the party. His worship 
also looked grave from some kind of similar misgiving, 
and began to mutter something about " wishine he were 
a younger man; but that at his time o' life, nidit-watch- 
ings were sore trials, and how shaken he felt that morn- 
ing from bein^ out of his bed full four hours beyond his 
custom of retiring to rest" 

"Master Clayton," said Peverell, (resuming the mat- 
ter where he liaa left it, without adverting to the mayor's 
prudent self-disaualifying remarks,) "is for making a 
town's affiiir of tliis business. Now I am not; and for 
two reasons — the first, and most sufficient one, because I 
am certain, from what I have observed, there are not 
twenty men in it whom the love of lucre even would 
tempt to the enterprise: the second, because I want cool 
heaas, stout hearts, and discreet tongues; and neither are 
there twenty of those, I take it, in the town. If some 
half dozen of so of such as I Irnve described^ could be 
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brought together, I am free to confess I would rather ha?e 
fellowship than not in the thing/' 

*'Some half clozen!" replied Clayton; "jou shall a» 
soon prevail upon some sixty as upon sixf and why not give 
every man the fair choice of showing his zeaU i^he list?'^ 

""With all mjT heart,'' said PeverelL "1 would give 
every man his fair choice, but no man his^ command. He 
who offers freely, is he whom I would specially pick out 
from the many. But how shall we arrive at the know- 
ledge of suchr ' 

•'I have it!" qaoth the mayor; **I have itr* patiuig 
his forehead in approbation of the wisdom that was within, 
and erectine himself,, in bis chair, into an attitttde of 
abundant self-complacency. "I will cause proclamation 
to be made in the market-place, at three several hours, of 
thy design* and invite all those who have a stomach there- 
to, to send me their names^ before sun -down. This shall 
try the mettle o' the people, and moreover, obtain for thee 
the co-mates thou desirest, or pardie, leave thee to thine 
own devices, unclogged by recreant spirits." 

" I like thy proposal well,'' said Peverell, after a pause; 
" let it be just so: but tempt with no lures; let there 
be no flourish of words or of matter — ^no cunning phrases 
of courtesy — no gentle terms of sugared entreaty; but a 
blunt, naked, ana brief proclaiming of the thing that is; 
and let the stream run which way it will." 

The matter bein^ thus settled, Peverell and Clayton 
soon after took their leave of the mayor. 

As they were proceeding along, Clayton, whose thoughts 
were still harping upon the number of persons who might 
join them, and who would have used as manysugimed 
words as the language could supply to augment that num- 
ber, with. a purse of money into every man's pocket to 
boot, if he had had a purse of his own long enough to do 
it, addressed Peverell^— 

^^Thou hast no wit, friend," said he, '^to win men's 
hearts against their judgment. A cunningly devised speech 
i' the towB-ball, from thyself or from his worship, would 
have mustered a regiment; but for a cold ' you may if vou 
like^ — who will thrust his head into the fire, at such a 
frosty invitation?" 

Peverell hughed aloud; and takii^ Cbiyton by the arm, 
replied, <« I will tell thee one thing, friend, — I never knew 
a heart,, won by stealing away t)^ judgment first, which. 
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yn» worth the winning, be the thing it was wanted for 
great or little. A resolve founded upon a mere gust of 
passion, as it is suddenly puffed up, so it is as suddenly 
puffed down; but born of the mind, it lives or dies with 
that which doth beget it. Women and children are coaxed 
into daring: but your man, who has nature's stamp to 
engage in perilous deeds, only wants the opportunity, and 
never waits to be invited." 

Clayton was once more foiled, by the plain, hard truths 
of Peverell, who having no covert object to reach, went 
the straight road to that which he really sought; while 
the other, having two meanings for every word he spoke, 
would fain have travelled two roads at once, like a river 
divided in its course by a rocky islet He resolved, how- 
ever, to give up the point, as far as Peverell was con- 
cerned: but he silently determined, at the same time, to 
consume the whole day in trying what he could do him- 
self towards multiplying the visiters to the Abbev. 

The mayor, mean while, directed that the proclamation 
should be made in the way he had suggested, and it was 
done accordingly. The people assembled each time — 
listened — shooK their heads, and went away. At the con- 
cluding words of the notice — '^ Whoso shall be moved to 
take part herein, let him now declare himself, or before 
six ot the clock, notify his willingness unto the most wor- 
shipful the mayor of St. Albans," not a voice replied, "I 
am one!" 

When Peverell heard of this, he only smiled, and ob- 
served, "Why should they pay to act, when they can 
see the show for naught? If a man wilfully strap a heavy 
burden on his own back, must his neighbour perforce do 
the same?" But Clayton took it not so evenly. . *>It is 
a foul shame," he exclaimed, "that there can be found 
only two noble spirits in all this ancient, and famous town 
when the time calls for a hundred. It were a good deed, 
in my mind, to let the cowardly knaves be buQeted by 
Satan, an' they will not look after their own bodies. Why 
should Peverell and I peril our lives and limbs for sucn 
frightened sheep? Sheep do I call them! I wish they 
may not be cunning foxes, who craftily keep their holes, 
while die devil is out a hunting with his long-tailed pack." 

Matters turned out, however, much better than Peve- 
rell expected, and, of course, not so bad as Clayton was 
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prepared for. Before the day had fairly closed, his wor- 
ship had a list consistiog of ten names: the number of in- 
dividuals having volunteered their services. It appeared, 
too, that each o^the ten had acted from separate motives, 
holding no previous communication either with Feverell 
or Clayton, and equally ignorant of the intentions of the 
rest Peverell was abundantly satisfied: but Claytoa 
thought it very likely there would be ten more by eleven 
o'clock. 

The names of these ten, (for they had no addition to 
their number) were as follow: Benjamin Lacy, Wilfred 
Overbury, nungerford Hoskyns, Richard Vehan, Philip 
Walwyn, Walter Wilkins, Owen Reece, Nicholas Mor- 
timer, John Wintour, and Roger de Clare. 



CHAPTER VII. 

The house of the mayor was the place appointed for 
the assembling of these persons, and about nine o'clock, 
R(^er de Clare^arrived. Peverell and Clayton were al- 
ready therei and had been examining the list of their fel- 
low adventurers. The name of De Clare caught Peve- 
rell 's eye. 

"What!" he exclaimed, "the moody, humorous, and 
splenetic Roger, one of us? What peevish fit hath driven 
him into our company? He shall be welcome, howev^: 
for his keen and nitter railing against the world and all 
that is in it, the court, the city, the cottage and the camn, 
will make us sport, albeit he hath no mirth in himself. 
Pe Clare is one," continued Peverell, " who looks dis- 
dainfully upon the world, with a pair of lean cheeks, like 
a winter grasshopper, after harvest. He will digest his 
own venom till he is sick, and then vomit it forth, to fall 
where it may. He is never ill but when he hears of ano- 
ther man's advancement; and never so well as when a 
famine crams the ^rge of a hungry church-yard. His 
blood is so mixed with gall, that it is as yellow as the leaf 
in autumn. His discontented spirit is ever on the wing 
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in quest of food, and ever finds, or makes it: for be it 
peace or war, dearth or plenty, he extracts from it the 
subtle essence of misanthropy: nay, for lack of nobler 
matter, he will e'en rail at the last fashion, or quarrel 
with a costermonger about the market price of salt butter. 
He is, in fact, the very abstract of. Pandora's box; but 
hope lies at the top, instead of the bottom with him : the 
hope that all which remains behind will come out in his 
time." 

Peverell had scarcely ceased, when De Clare entered. 
His appearance was an exact personification of all that 
Peverell had said. His lank figure, his sallow cheek, his 
moody brow, and the cold malice of his curling lip, pro^ 
claimed the cynic, whose tongue never wagged but to 
frame words ot churlish invective. The mayor, Peverell, 
and Clayton, received him cordially. 

"I am come," quoth he, **to know how many fools 
this town can furnish besides ourselves. If there be only 
four," he continued, glancing round the room, " let her 
majesty's council look to it; we shall be no tax-payers, 
nor breed sons for tlie wars, either by sea or land; no, not 
be governed like the rest of her liege subjects." 

Clayton could have found in his heart to say amen, to 
this sally of De Clare, for as the hour grew nearer, his 
conviction grew stronger, that it was, indeed, a foolish 
matter; or, at the least, an exceeding folly, in him to play 
tiie part he did. However, he helif his peace. 

**That company which has De Clare in its circle, must 
needs be a goodly one," said Peverell, with an ironital 
smile. 

"No more," retorted De Clare, **than a diamond, 
dropped among pebbles, imparts to them its brilliancy or 
value. They are its foils only. An honest thought in a 
knave's mind, purges not hence all that is foul and vile; 
it flees rather itself from such base companionship." 

**Then, by this trope," replied Peverell, *' I conclude 
we are to lose thee." 

" Not so, either," said De Clare. "When a man once 
sets out upon a journey, he will not turn back because he 
finds the roads dirty, or cannot choose his fellow-travel- 
lers. He must keep his own house who is determined al- 
ways to have a picked friend for his fireside. I came here 
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to laugh by the hour, at a fool's wonder, and shall not re^ 
turn to laugh only at myself." 

"Well," observed his worship, "there be others to 
laugh with you, or for you to lau^h at, as it may chance* 
Here are nine, besides yourself, consenting to be parta- 
kers in this enterprise." 

De Clare ran his eyes hastily over the list. " Ha ! ha! 
ha! Nicholas Mortimer! Oh, the gods! that this thins of 
tissue and velvet — this silken worshipper of the world's 
bravery, — this mincing outside of a man, in his trim bus- 
kins and corked slippers — this leaden sword, in a rich 
scabbard — this cinnamon tree, whose bark is more worth 
than his body — should thrust his spruce mustachios, and 
well-oiled beard, any where but into a lady's face ! Do you 
know this gallant?" he continued, addressing himself to 
Peverell. '* He hath read the book of good manners; and 
hath purchased legs, liair, and beauty, more than nature 
gave him. He is your perfect salamander — lives in the 
names of love, and sighs sweetly, for his breath is per- 
fumed. He is judicial only in tailors and barbers; he 
studies positions before a mirror, and what simper best 
displays two rows of ivory teeth. He has travelled too;-— 
will choke rather than confess beer good drink, and his 
pick-tooth is a main part of himself. Whj, he will call 
for his best furrowed gown, ere he lets the night air breathe 
upon him in the dog-days — and he to come abroad at this 
time o' the year, to brave the nipping winds, and shiver 
between four stone walls at midnight! Oh, he hath made 
a rash vow to his mistress, whose forlorn hope is to make 
worms' meat of him, by a catarrh or a quinsy! This 
quacksalver," continued De Clare, *' will sort well with 
some whom I see here. Ay! Vehan, and Philip Wal- 
wyn: place them side by sidfe with Mortimer, and what 
have ye? A palpable trinity, but no unity — mind, soul, 
and biody— -poor Monsieur Mountebank being the rotten 
case only. 

Peverell, who relished thfexafistic touches of De Clare, 
and bis bitter humour in dissecting the characters of his 
friends, lured him on, by the sly display of a disposition 
to defend them, to portray those of Vehan andWalwvn. 

*' They are due north and south," said he; "in nxed 
and everlasting opposition. Vehan lives in an atmosphere 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OF ST. ALBANS. 61 

of Sighs of his own breathin^i and his imagination is so in^ 
fected with the spirit of melancholy, that he turned away 
his fool for laughing at one of his own jests, with such 
contadous and overflowing merriment, tliat Yehan him- 
self felt the shadow of a smile growing upon his lips. He 
accounts the grave-digger your only gooa companion, be- 
cause he talks of his trade, and that appertains to coffins 
and dry bones, shrouds and chamel houses^ while he him- 
self is a living memento mofi. If you would seek him 
when he is from home, you must go to the next shadj 
grove, in whose bosom a'rivulet dwells, which he ever 
augments with his tears. He is all contemplation, no ac- 
tion; and as he only thinks of business, but never does 
any, winding up his thoughts, which unwind of them- 
selves, like tne motion of a dial, 'tis an even, chance he is 
in his bed at this moment, dreaming of what was his in- 
tention an hour ago. But herein is my slender hope of 
him, that if he come at all, it will be because the oi^l Is 
abroad, whose company he doth solemnly affect, when the 
moon bends her pale bow in the heavens, as it does noww 
** Philip Walwyn and he are kio^men; but through 
whatever channels their blood mav have mingled, their 
minds stand off'from each other, like men committed to a 
mortal combat, which they would both fain avoid. Wal- 
vfjn is no day-dreamer, as Yehan is. He has the tongue 
of common rumour in his favour, for one who has wedded 
his experience to his reason, and whose actions are the 
comely offspring of this marriage. Heseeth the end be- 
fore he shoots; circuits his intentions, and calls not the 
varieties of the world chances. Men are hU instruments, 
not he theirs^- and he uses them with so skilful a know- 
ledge of their several qualities, that, like the alchymist, 
he transmutes^ them to that precious metal wherewith his 
bags are reputed to be well stored. He is no gamester of 
the world, but makes the world his eame, which he plays 
with so much prudence that he rarely loses the stake he 
throws for. He is a sun to ordinary men, whose clear 
course directs their steps in a regular motion. Why he 
is here," continued De Clare, pointing to the pqier he 
held in his hand, '*is past my wit to fathom; but as I 
know his understanding is ever the pioneer of his feet, so 
am I assured he comes not in vagrant chase of the bauble 
curiosity.'* 

VOL. I. 6 C"n.n,rf]o 
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" If you are puzzled to explain the motive of Wal wyn's 
presenqe," said Peverell, ** I am no less perplexed with 
that of mine host of Tlie Rose^ honest Jack Wintour, who 
neither eats nor drinks but at other men's charges and ap- 
pointments. That merry laughing eye of hiB shall lose 
its roguish twinkle, methmks, an' he have to do with any 
other spirits to-night than those which he keeps under 
lock and key in his own cellar." 

<* Wherefore doth a vintner hang out a sign," replied 
De Clare, "but to catch the eye: and wherefore, I pray 
you, doth this r6und-bellied thing of double beer and fel- 
lowship, climb into our fold, but that he may live to tell 
the adventure o'er many a stoup of good liquor, and live 
the better too by the telling of it." 

" I protest, "exclaimed Clayton, "there is that flap- 
dragon of a fellow, Owen Bees, who swears by his ances- 
try, like a man of pedigree, and never sees a goat, or 
smells toasted cheese, but he wishes the queen were no 
virgin, that so we might have a chance for a Prince of 
Wales, He is the most choleric braggart, in his absence 
be it spoken, (which I would not tell him to his teeth, out 
of regard for mine own) that ever left the barren moun- 
tains of his native Wales, to browse in the fat plains of 
merry England. His blood courses through his body like 
so many traiiii of quick gunpowder, to the which his eyes 
and ears serve as matches^ it is a look, a word, and an ex- 
plosion !" 

" And yet," quoth Peverell, "fire-brand as he is, ho- 
nest Owen is the oyster which contains the pearl, for a 
man may be picked out of him. Boldness he accounts a 
sovereign virtue^ and prides himself upon his own stock 
of it. I grant he speaks pedigrees naturally, and will al- 
low none to be well descended that call hifn not cousin. 
Owen Glendower he prefers to Rhysap-Grifiin, and 
vouches Welsh a pure and unconquered language. He 
stands in no snjall estimation with himself—" 

"Yes," interrupted De Clare, "and upon St. David's 
Day he is without comparison. An' this were that day, 
I would as soon beard a famished tiger in his lair, as this 
son of Cadwallader," 

"Here be two names," said the mayor, "of whom, 
marvellous it is to say, I know nothing. I have lived, 
man and boy, in St. Albans, any time these fifty years. 
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atid half a score nearly to boot, and thought there was no 
one in the town who could say *good morrow,' or doflf his 
cap to me, and I look strangely at him; but it is not so; 
for I protest, by my office, that if the high sheriff called 
upon me t« produce the bodies of Benjamin Lacy, and 
Wilfrid Overbury, I should have to write ignoramus.^^ 

" Wilfrid Overbury," saidDe Clare, musing; "I seem 
to remember me of such a name; — ay, he lives hard by 
mine own dwelling, i' the house that was Sir Hubert de 

Falconbridge V wEora tKo iWJ. i^a^^y <^€ 4»n3-oW man's 

murder was so lamentably perpetrated in the last reigtv- 
and which has nearly gone to decay since, simply because 
our wise geese have put it under the ban of blood. Tiiey 
tell of grisly phantoms, and dismal noises over the winter s 
fire; and the benighted- hind, as he trudges homeward, 
looks askance at the lonely walls, and peoples them hor- 
ribly with his own fantastical fears. It is a brave man- 
sion still; and there lives Wilfrid Overbury, who came 
thither with the swallow, but departs not with it." 

** What is he ?" inquired Clayton. 

"I can rather tell thee what he is not, than what he 
is," replied De Clare. *'He waSi as I have learned, a 
.pirate — a water pirate, for we have such sharks on land, 
and is a sort of man-devil, for being ashore hath not sof- 
tened the ruggedness of his heart engendeied by his call- 
ing. He lives in his house, as it were that narrow prison, 
his ship; and though he has left off filching as a vocation, 
there is one thing he would fain steal yet, if his troubled 
conscience would let him-r-^a sound sleep. His appear- 
ance proclaims the thing he has been — ^a perpetual plague 
to noble traffic, the hurricane of the deep, the earthquake 
of the exchange, and the book by which merchants reckon 
up their losses. Although his grave hath been always 
yawning before him, he cannot tell you what the inside of 
a church is made of. He is so rough-hewn — such a piece 
of caulked and tackled humanity, that he seems fitted only 
to dispute with tempests. Neither a rock, nor a quick- 
sand having plucked him while he was ripe, he h<qpes now 
to escape restitution, and be buried at last in a church- 
yard with your honest Christian. As to Benjamin Lacy," 
continued De Clare, turning to the major, "I know him 
Do^and must, therefore, leave you in the sheriff's hands, 
to deal with your worshipful ignorance as he listeth.'^ 
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At this moment they were joined by Wal wyn and Vc 
han, who were followed the next instant by Owen Rees. 
Vehan looked as if a statue of melancholy had stepped oflT 
its pedestal. Without uttering a word, he coldlr saluted 
those who were present; then, throwing himself into a * 
chair, which stood in a distant corner of the room, he 

fently crossed his legs, folded his arms, and dropping his- 
ead upon his bosom, heaved a deep-drawn sigh, and sank 
into silent meditation. 

Wat wyn entered ^fwri^t otrvtr of fpeeftBd open courtesyr 
ftkook each man b^ the hand, wore a frank smile upon his 
countenance, and in a cheerful tone of fluent cordiality, 
ran volubly throu^ the customary greetings. It would 
not be easy to imagine a more powerful contrast than be< 
tween him and his kinsman. They were, indeed, as De 
Clare had chara cCiJljBl i d them, *^due north and south, in 
fixed and everlasting opposition." Vehan seemed ta 
withdraw from man, as if he catUd have no communioQ 
with him, while Walwyn grew to him at once, as if it 
were essential to his very l^ing, that tiiere should be in- 
stant fellowship between them. 

As to the fiery little Welchman, he came in as though 
he had been discharged from a musket, and required fiv^ 
minutes or so to put nimself in order. He was aU splut- 
ter and busde; shook hands with two at once, nodded ta 
two others at the same time: looked as terrible as his owa 
pistol at full cock, and as fierce as a commander in the 
wars. 

When this combustible descendant of Rhysap-6ri£Sa 
had sufficiently evaporated to allow of his standing stilU 
the discourse among those now assembled, naturally 
turned towards the cause of their assembling. 

**Well, gentlemen," said Walwyn, ^'andsowe are 
the seven wise men, who are to enter the lists with the 
foul fiend of the Abbey?" 

**I crave your pardon," interrupted the mayor; "but 
you are to reckon without your host, and so keep to the 
adage; nevertheless, you wiU'have a trim reckoning, I can 
assure you, for there are six more beside mysellT I la- 
ment sorely that my years and growing infirmities are such 
a bar to my inclinations." 

^* Why was not I my elder brother?" silently ejacu<* 
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lated Cl9jton; '^heis comfortably rolled up in flannel, 
vfj$h a new fit of his old sciatica." 

*'0h,^ thou reverend impostor!" exclaimed De Clare, 
with a contortion of the mouth, which was intended for a 
smile of jocularity. " Why, thou knowest in thy heart, 
that ere thou sleepest to-night, thou wilt bless Heaven for 
thine age and thy aches, which have thus befriended 
thee." 

" Who are our remaining comrades?" inquired Owen, 
addressing himself to the mayor, who was about to r^uke 
De Clare, with much gravity, for the license of his speech. 
**Are they known men?" 

"Not all, I believe," quoth the mayor; " for we were 
Ven now taxing our memories, when you entered, touching 
one Benjamin Lacy, whose name is here." 

''Benjamin Lacy," said Walwyn, *'I know him well, 
and know him for as gallant a soldier as ever drew his 
sword in battle. Nor is his valour his only merit; for he 
had rather save one of his own men, than kill ten of his 
enemies. He hath achieved glory, I can tell you, in the 
wars, and yet he never thought his body yielded a more 
. spreading shadow after a victory than berore it. He is no 
tnrasonical braggadocio, and when he looks upon his ene- 
my's dead body, it is with a kind of noble heaviness, a 
brave man's sorrow, not with insulting exultation. I have 
heard from those who have served with him, and under 
him, that as he is ever the first in siving the charge, so is 
he the last in retiring his foot. In the fields he is the 
bright example from which they all take fire, as one torch 
lighteth many; modest in the hour of triumph, he hath 
learned not only how to win a victory, but how to use it. 
He is the man, of all others, whom it had been -well to 
choose for our head in this busliiess; for he will not be for 
sounding a retreat till he has fairly made the enemy capi< 
tulate." 

"Bless his bravery!" exclaimed the Welchman; "I 
honour him in my heart already, as much as if the blood 
of my great ancestor, Owen Glendower, trickled in his 
veins." 

"Ay, or the milk of your great grandmother had 
trickled from the lips of his great grandfather !" exclaimed 
De Clare. ** One would be just as good $ claim as tlje 
other, to your love. Men do not inherit the^rtues of 
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tfieir ancestors with tkdr wealth and titles^ and 'tis well 
thej do not^ or we should be overrun with hereditary te- 
Bour^ till low-born greatness would die for sorrow, to see 
ks twin elder brotiier jostle it asMe by the prerogatiye of 
a name." 

" Owen Glcndower," retorted his fiery halt-namesake, 
with scarl^ cheeks and angry eyes, *' Owen Glendower 
was — '* 

"A very valiant Welchman," interrupted De Clare, 
calmly; " a very valiant Welchman, I say; but what of 
that? Your mountains breed every year men as valiant^' 

** Yes, truly," replied Owen, wonderfully cooled down 
by the adroit answer, and auiet manner of De Clare. 

**Then why,'' continueo De Clare, "commit such an 
outrage upon our common mother. Dame Nature, who dis- 
tributes her gifts among her children with so liberal a 
hand? Respect no man for the honour of his blood, but 
simply for his own honour; 'tis the birthright of man^ a 
knave to write himself noble; but it is the glorious pnvi- 
lege of ourselves only, to become so. " 

** What !^ exclaimed the other, " is it worth nothing to 
be born of ancestors who were illustrious in their lives, 
and glorious in their deaths?" 

"Yes," answered De Clare, "it is worth, every shil- 
nng of the rents that still stick to the honour, and no 
more. Ancestry! — foh! — will it keep thee? will it give 
thee meat and drink ? will it put a good furred gown upon 
thy back, to repel the winter's coldr An' you could coin 
your noble blood into nobles, indeed, a plethora of nobi- 
litj would^ be a disease to covet. Bay you kill your 
neighbour in an unjust quarrel; will your pedigree save 
you from the gallows? Flot treasons against the crown; 
will it keep vour head upon your shoulders? Contract 
more debts than you can pay; will pedi^e wipe them 
out, and give you quittance of them? Or, smirch your 
reputation with any blot that may not beseem an honest 
man, and will it compel the world to wear a smiling face 
towards you, if ^n cannot gild your vices as well as act 
tliem? r^ay, wdl your poor descendant of a rich house, 
whose coat proclaims that he is in no credit with his tailor, 
whatever his herald's coat may vouch, command the com- 
mon respect of even the vulgar? No, for their cry is 
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** *Be it better, or be it worse. 

Please you the man that bears the purse.' " 

** These are bold heresies," said Walwyn, "and might 
cost thee a cmarreU promulgated on the other side of tiie 
Severn; but Master Owen is no knight-errant, to tilt with 
every man who disputes the deriva^on of birth to be in 
Itself an infallible note of worthiness." 

*^No, I thank Heaven," replied Oten, "I am not con- 
tentious; mark you, but I have great pity for a gentleman 
who caiits slights upon his ancestors; 'tis teaching a bad 
lesson to posterity, mark you." 

De Clare was satisfied. He perceived he had galled 
the Weichman, where he was most tender; for the tone 
and manner of Owen, were those of a man who- had set- 
tled it with himself he would not be moved, but lacked the 
art to conceal he was. 

It was now ten o'clock, and Clayton expressed his 
wonder that the rest were not corner Whde he was 
speaking, the door opened, and Nicholas Mortimer, and 
Wilfrid Overburv entered. Mortimer appeared as if he 
had just quitted bis looking-glass; Overbury, ei& if he had 
never seen one in his life. The former smirked and am- 
bled round the room, kissing his ftug^rs to one^ and 
smiling to another, while he twMed his crisp mustachic^ 
or played with a love-lock, so as to show Kls seal rin^ to 
the best advantage. He was attired in a night-gown -cloak 
that trailed to his feet, and yet hardly covered his moa- 
strous hose, which were studfed out tc> Ibe extreme ampli- 
tude of the fashion. His i^oes, though within the statute, 
were of such a fantastical length, mat their '' beaks or 
pykes " menaced every man's heels he approached. 

Overbury spoke to no one, and was spoken to by none. 
They knew not him, nor he them; but he had come by 
public invitation, to take j^art in a business which was 
deemed to have some peril tn it, and he looked upon who- 
ever might be his companions, as he would have done 
upon his own crew of desperadoes. His appearance was 
hardly human. His features were almost wholly con- 
cealed by an enormous black, bushy beard, whicht spread 
over his cheek& nearly up^ to his eyes,, and which seemed 
ti lose itself ia a shaggy head of hair of the same oolo«r 
antf^xturev whose matted locks stood out like the bris- 
thiw a chafed boar. His mouth was hideously disfi- 
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gured by the loss of one-half of the upper lip, which had 
been slashed away in battle; his nose, also, had sustained 
much damage^ for nothing was left of it but two flattened 
nostrils; and his forehead was seamed with ridsy scars^ 
the evidence of many a fearful wound, which had healed 
without the surgeon's aid. He scowled round the room, 
as if to read, at' a glance, the quality of his associates; 
while there was an expression of reckless ferocity in his 
eye, which bospoke a mind capable of cutting all their 
throats, if occasion required, and going to supper after- 
wards, with unwashed nands. He was of midaie stature, 
with brawny limbs, square shoulders, and the resolute 
step of one who had been wont to tread amidst dangers, 
without picking his way too nicely. His air and manner, 
were as rugged and uncouth as his appearance. 

The unwelcome presence of Overbury suspended, for a 
few moments, all conversation, every one seeming anx- 
ious to avoid any remark which might draw him into dis- 
course. They would have been right glad to be rid of 
him altogether: but the peculiar circumstances under 
which Hq appeared among tnem, conferred upon him a sort 
of right to be there, which they could not well question. 
At length, Mortimer, to whom Peverell had shown the 
.^iiat of name 9, broke silence. 

*'l declare, by ray faith and honour," said he, "here 
is my moon-calf IVIend, Walter Wilkins, venturing the lit- 
tEe wits he has in this particular affair. Beshrew my 
tongue i I ml^ht have done him better Justice, and called 
Itbim golden-calf, as well as moon-calf; for it lies not with- 
in me to declare,*- he continued, turning round to Wal- 
wyn; who was at his elbow, "wherein he doth exceed^- 
the fulness of his purse, or tlie emptiness of his head. 
Pardon me; I swear, by my manhood, I mean not to be 
critical or sexere — for Walter is my particular friend; as 
you may conclude, when I tell you that I have been pre- 
vailed upon by him to accept his money, though I could 
never prevail upon him to accept usance or consideration, 
for the loan of it; and it is not every man whom I would 
so distinguish; no, by mine honour, it is noti But what 
shall he do here? He cannot bring his flatterers with 
him, and if he have not always good store of vailer*— your 
ducking, cringing sycophants, who swarm round a rich 
fool, like flies round a honey-pot — he is naught: they are^ 
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bis husbandmen who oil and water him, and his purse 
sweats for it He loTes to be commended, and I protest, 
by mj veracity, he will go into the kitchen, but he will 
have it; for he had rather keep company with the dress 
of men, than not be the best man of his company. But he 
is my friend, and I love him. You know him, De 
Clare?" 

*<0h, yes," he replied, *'and love hiih almost as well 
as thou dost, bat not entirely; for / never saw the inside 
of his purse, as thou hast, and, therefore, stand not so near 
in my affection to him." 

" Hal hal haS thou wert always a good-hnmoured wag, . 
by ray valour," exclaimed Mortimer. " You say riSt 
pleasant thines, and with such a frosty toneue, that Siy 
matter and thy manner are like a wintry &j in blithe- 
some sprinjB^, or a merry jest in a church-yard: by mine 
honesty, it is so." 

""Who speaks of church-yards, in a voice so jocund?" 
sighed fortbLVehan, from his comer, where, till now, he had 
sat mute and motionless. " I court their pensive gloom," 
he continued, in accents dismally suited to his theme, 
*^ and stray among new-made graves to refreafi u\j m e^^- 
ried spirits with melancholy, while I listen to the man- 
drake's groan." 

"Ah Thai" said Mortimer, bnskly advancing towards 
Vehan; •*art thou there. Monsieur Glow-worrn, shitiins^ 
i' the dark like the good deeds of an humble Cliiistlan? 
I greet thee, with all my heart: for all mv heart is thiae, 
and, therefore, thy poor servant ever! The moon is in the 
heavens and looks pale, that her Endymion ^voos not her 
soft influence; her silver light is upon tree and fountain, 
and strays through the silent ^ve to seek thee. The 
hooting owl wings her heavy flight to find her lost com- 
fMinion, and Echo, the unseen nvmph, dies for grief in her 
airy cell, because no sigh of thine hath made it vocal. 
For shame! hie thee to thy midnight haunts, or, by my 
^fHaxkbrj, I'll play the moody lover myself, and steal 
aiwiy Ay lady fair." 

This gossamer raillery of Mortimer fell too lightly upon 
Vehan to make him feel it, but he was moved to a playful 
retort. ^^I fear thee not," said he, gently raising his 
eyes to Mortimer, " as a rival; for if the moon be indeed 
my mistress, she is too chaste for thee; and if the viewless 
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Echo answer to mj plaint, her babbling tongue would bttt 
repeat thy shame as often as she heard thy voice." Then 
rising from his seat, and slowly advancing towards the 
rest, '' Shall we go?" he added, addressing them. 

" We wait the coming of some three or four, I believe, " 
said Walwyn. 

•* Yes," replied Peverell, "there is mine host of Tlte 
Jtose^ Master Benjamin Lacy, Mortimer's moon-calf, 
Walter Wilkins, and Hungerford Hoskyns, yet to arrive. 
I marvel they are so late, an' they mean to be men of 
their words." 

"I would we were away," exclaimed Vehan, "if for 
no other reason than that so we might miss the presence 
of this Hungerford Hoskyns." 

"You know them, then?" said De Clare. 
«* As the child knows physic," replied Vehan, •" by its 
distasteful qualities." 

<' I think I have met him when in London," observed 
Walwyn, "at Effingham Howard's." 
"Most likely," answered Vehan. 
" He is the eldest son of his father," added Walwyn, 
^^ and speaks no language, as it Were, but what smells of 
dogs and hawks, or is made up of grave saws, which seldom 
fit in the application." 

"The same," said Vehan; "and he wears a sword to 
swear by, which he does as often as he hopes to escajte, by 
that device, the necessity of drawing it.^' 

"I have heard," said De Clare, "that he setida chal- 
lenges bv word of mouth, proteiidng, as a gentleman, he 
can neither read nor writer and hig firat prayer, in the 
morning, is, that he may forge c wlmni he quarrelled with 
over night." 

" He is an unbacked colt, a hot, mad-brained brawler," 
added Vehan, *• whom my humour likes not" 

"And he likes not thy humour,. I conclude?" said 
Walwyn. 

"He loves no humour but his own," replied Vehan, 
" which is to talk much, though the errand his tongue goes 
upon, it never compasseth." 

"Yet he loves his friend so well," added De Clare, 
"that, when begets into one, he uses him as the miser 
doth his doublet and hose — ^he wears him threadbare, ere 
he will forsake him." 
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" What means hath he?" inquired Walwyn. 

"None that I know of," answered Vehan, "but the 
means of borrowing; and that he calls his estate at will, 
and the tenure by which he holds it He cheats joung 
^lls, fresh come to town, whom he styles stray waifs^ 
which belong to him as lord of the manor of Knave's 
court." 

Yehan had made a prodigious effort in bearing so lar^ 
a share in this conversation. To have said as much in 
one speech, would have been beyond his power; it was 
only by the aid of short sentences, and intervals of re8t» 
when others took tip the discourse, that he was enabled 
to pour forth so many words. He seemed exhausted, 
however, and sank into his accustomed silence. 

They were now joincid by the remaining four, who ar- 
rived nearly together, for the hour was fast wearing to- 
wards the extreme point of delay. Mine host of The 
Rose, John Wintour, seemed surprised to find himself in 
such good company, and carried himself towards them as 
if they were his customers in the best room. The appear- 
ance of Ijacy accorded well with hi»character, and former 
calling: a fine old soldier, with blood enough in his veins, 
yet, to make him the first in mounting a breach, or the 
last to retire from a mine to which the torch had been ap- 
plied. Walter Wilkins, with his fair, round face, and 
naxen beard, hh [j^k blue, liquid eve, and half-closed 
mouth, looked like one who might easily be cozened, by a 
smooth phrase, out of lik hundreds. He gazed round the 
room, not bo much to note whom he saw, as to see by whom 
he was n oted . H u n ^r f q id Hoskyns, as if he had overheard 
all the courteous things that had been said of him, and 
was for doffing aside the scandal of men's tongues by 
outfacing them, ran up to Yehan, shook him lustily by 
the hand, nodded familiarly to De Clare, and, with a 
hearty thwack on the shoulders of Walwyn, exclaimed, 
^^Here I am as true as steel; Brag, you know, was a 
good dog, but Holdfast was a better!" Then, humming 
the words of an old ballad, 

" Let the welkki roar, 
We'U ne'er give o'er," 

he inquired df the mayor, at what hour old Flibbertigib- 
bet received company at the Abbey? 
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^' There are enough of us to keep each other's courage 
warm,'' observed Wilklns, *' whatever may chance." 

Enough!" exclaimed Hungerford Hoskjns; ^^jea, I 
warrant ye: for my own part, I boast not*— 4ny tongue 
never goes before my deeds; but this I say, though I re- 
joice to see you all, yet, if I had come here sinely, as, by 
heavens, I knew not but I might — singly would I have 
gone to this same Abbey, and put Signior Beelzebub to 
fl^ht He should have found rae no----what is the name 
of that patch, who left his handful of wits behind him last 
night?" 

** You mean Kit Barnes," replied Pevercll. " He is 
well remembered^— who has heard of him, since the even« 
ing?" 

*' That have I^" quoth the mayor. ^' I despatched ray 
man. Crab, not an hour ago, to bring me tidings. There 
has been no change; he lies like one of whom you can 
only say he lives because he breathes. It is passing 
strange 1" 

'*Bah!" ejaculated Hoskyns, "what is there to be 
amazed at? He was but a fool, and scared by his dwn im- 
agination first, he scared others afterwards by the effect 
it had upon himself. I dare be sworn we shall all li^ 
to tell the wonderful nothings that will happen, I 41 
eager for the. sport, and long to unkennel this mystery." 

" It is time," said Peverefl, gravely, addressing himself 
to the whole company, ** that we departed. The chimes 
have gone the three quarters, and it were well, I think, 
tiiat we should be at the Abbey gates before tiie eleventh 
hour strikes." 

Every one stood prepared to move, when the mayor, 
placing, the keys ot the Abbey in Peverell's hand, ob- 
served, that ** he had done his best to provide for their 
convenience and comfort. He had ordered — but found 
some difficulty, he acknowledged, in having his orders 
executed^-«*that lights should be placed in the Abbey; nor 
had he forgotten, what some, if not all, might be pleased 
to find, wherewith to cheer their bodies; for good mne," 
he observed, "gave a needful fillip, now and then, to the 
stoutest heart" 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

They left the may or *s house, and proceeded to the Ab*- 
bey. As, on the preceding night, there were many as- 
sembled. It was not generally known who were to go* 
except Peverell and Claytonj but it was vaguely surmised 
there would be others, and curiosity was on tiptoe, indepen- 
dently of any other excitement^ to know how the procla- 
mation in the market-place had fared. A profound si- 
lence prevailed, interrupted only by a buzz of astonish- 
ment, when they saw the number. One among the crowd 
counted them by fours, as they came forth, "Four — four 
— four — and Peverell is the last. " He started : the words 
of Kit Barnes, and the mysterious voice, that had breathed 
into his own ears the night before, flashed across his 
mind. A taper, which Crab lield tremblingly in his hand, 
fell upon the countenance of the individual; — it was a 
man, meanly attired, whom Peverell knew notj — he passed 
on, and dismissed from his mind the thoughts that were 
crowding there. 

They reached the Abbey just as the bell tolled eleven* 

*' You have the keys," said Walwyn, addressing Pe- 
verell. 

" Yes-r-butj — " he paused, and looked anxiously 
around him. 

" Unlock the doors, and let us enter,'' added Lacy. 

Peverell fumbled with the keys, as if trying to open 
the massy portals. 

**Can you not see?" observed De Clare, "the moon 
shines brightly enough." 

'*It does," answered Peverell, '* but — " 

*'But what?" exclaimed Wilfrid Overbury, in a voice 
like thunder. ** If thou art afraid, give them to me— a 
legion of devils should not drive me back." 

" I and fear," replied Peverell, calmlv, "are as little 
acquainted as thou and — ^' He checked himself: it was 
no time for a war of words. "I — expect— ^another," he 
added slowly, "one who should be here on a business 
like this." 
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"Whom?'* interrogated Lacj. 

*' I know not — liut it was a compact between us/ 1 have? 
fulfilled my part, and — he comes!" 

At this moment the clattering of horses' feet was heard. 
The next, Fitz-Maurice, followed by his page, was seen 
gallopins towards the Abbey. The earth rung beneath 
the tread of their coursers* " The figure of Fitz-Maurice, 
beheld through the misty atmosphere, faintly illumined by 
the moon's rays, was magnified beyond its natural dimen- 
sions; his cloak floated on the wind; his sable ostrich 
plume, seemed to wave in mid air; and as he drew nearer, 
the breath which exhaled from the nostrils of his charger, 
curled round his wildly flowing mane, like wreaths of 
fiery smoke. At one bound, he appeared to clear a space 
of many yards, and halting in the midst of them, he sprang 
from his saddle, before the dwarf was at hand to take the 
bridle. Overbury offered to hold the noble animal, but 
he plunged and reared, as if disdainful of constraint, 
when the page came up, and led him, prancing, from the 
place. 

*'I have ridden some threescore miles, since the sun 
went down, to accomplish this," said Fitz-Maurice, taking 
Peverell by the hand; '* but my word was plighted to you, 
as thine to me, and time and distance were as naught." 

**I had no misgivings," replied Peverell. Then, turn- 
ing round to those who were about him, lost in amaze- 
ment at what they had seen, " You shall know more here- 
after," he added: "suflice it, for the present, you have 
my assurance that this gentle stranger is worthy to take 
part in what we are about." 

Fitz-Maurice bowed gracefully to them;— and his salu- 
tation was courteously returned. 

Peverell now threw open the Abbey-doors; and for a 
moment there was an amusing display of mutual respect 
An invincible feeling of politeness seemed to keep every 
one from taking precedency; but, at last, old Benjamin 
Lacy marched in, as if he were about to advance up ta 
an enemy's battery, at the head of his regiment The 
rest followed; and now the direct contrary feeling ap- 
peared to animate them, for, instead of standing upon the 
ceremony of precedency, the only anxiety seemed to be 
to get in, as if each man were unwilling to be the last 

Fitz-Maurice stood aside to let them all pass; he then 
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entered himself,, and was followed by Peverell, who 
locked the doors/ and deposited the keys in a cornernear 
them. , 

At the farther exbremitj of the north aisle, a table was 
spread, upon which were burning six large waxen tapers. 
The light they gave, dimly illuminated only that portion 
of the interior, leaving, in gloomy shadows, all the rest. 
Slowly and silently passing along the cold stone floor, 
they traversed the body of the Abbey, its lofty vaulted 
roof, and massive walls, giving back their steps in faint 
but solemn echoes. Under any circumstances, such a 
place, and such an hour, must have inspired sentiments 
of holy awe; but expecting, as they did, to witness, they 
knew not at what moment some fearful vision — some hor- 
rible visitation from the world of shadows — those senti- 
ments were raised to an intense and almost overpowering 
character. 

By degrees, however, they rallied from this oppressive 
feeling; and a slight incident ealled forth demonstrations 
of mirth even. As yet, not a word had been spoken, 
vrhen Overbury, who was striding along by the side of 
Clajrton, suddenly sneezed. Any where, the explosion 
would have startled a by-stander; but within the sound- 
ing walls of the Abbey, it was little less than the report 
of a pistol. ** Christ protect me!" cried Clayton, start- 
ing back, **what is that?*' Mortimer was close behind 
him, the beak of whose extravagantly fashionable shoe 
striking against Clayton's heel, he caught hold of De 
Clare, and exclaimed, " Did you feel that?" 

"What?" said Declare. 

"I crave your pardon!'' interrupted Mortimer, apolo* 
gizing to Clayton for what he considered his own untow^ 
ardness. 

/*0h!" replied Clayton, forcing a bewildering smile, 
**was it you?" 

A heartj laugh followed, tft poor Clayton's expense, 
and especially at the circumstance of his ^ncying, tor the 
moment, that De Clare could feel, the kick he had re- 
ceived himself. 

**This is a merry beginning," quoth mine host 

**May we have as merry an ending!" ejaculated Wal- 
ter Wilkins. 

** Mirth beseems not with this place," said Yehan, 
** neither Tfith the hour, nor the business we are upon.'^ 
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*' What should we do but be raerry,V exclaimed Hos- 
kjns, *' seeing his worship hath so bountifully provided us 
with the provocatives thereto? What have we here?" he 
continued, taking up a bottle, and filling a cup with its 
contents. "I drink to you all, in a potation of choice 
Canary. Excellent, i' faith !" quaffing it oft*, and smack- 
ing his lips — ''and here is the neat wine of Odeance — 
herfe amber- coloured Candy — divine ipocras-charneco," 
looking at one bottle after the other. "Marry, some be- 
loved brown bastard too, with divers other quick-spirited 
liquors^ and for thee, mine host," he added, "a flagonof 
good double beer, such as thine own tapster never drew, 
old red lattice. And here be meats, too, for strong ap- 
petites; comfits for dainty palates; marchpane, rare an- 
chovies, a dish of carraways, pears, biscuits, and hard 
cheese. Pray God my girdle break not, an' I regale me 
here to the extent of my temptation." 

This skimble-skamble soliloquy of Hungerford Hos- 
kyns, had the effect of diffusing a certain degree of gaiety 
among the majority. Peverell, indeed, was grave, for 
manifold reasons; Vehan for one, his humour; Clayton 
for fears which he could not subdue; and De Clare, from 
an atrabilious temperament. But the rest, saving Fitz- 
Maurice, who noted all with a cold and strange aspect, as 
if he were there to observe how events shaped themselves, 
rather than to be a partaker of them, evinced no equivo- 
cal disposition to convert the occasion into a merry meet- 
ing. 

''Here I ensconce myself," exclaimed Hoskyns gaily, 
taking his seat at the head of the table, "and am readj 
to receive the foul fiend, whenever he chooses to make his 
entrance." The others followed his example, and took 
their places. Fitz-Maurice seated himself opposite Hos- 
kyns. 

"I am the lord, though not the founder, of the feast," 
said Hoskyns. "Whew! but it is cold! I wish his wor- 
ship had bethought him of our outsides, as well as ourin- 
sides, and given us a seacoal fire, and strewed the floor 
with fresh sedges and rushes. Come! a cup round: let 
each man fill of the liquor he likes best, and pledge me. 
And now, to while away the time, who has a quaint story, 
or laughter moving jest, to impart? Walter Wilkins, 
methinks thou hast a facetious look about thee." 

Walter stroked his beard, and glanced a Wloskvns, as 
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if he would say, " thou hast a shrewd wit to find out men's 
parts in their visage." 

"I am but indiilerent well, at these things,'' quoth he; 
"however, 'tis the willing mind we love — so I'll e'en to 
it, and ye shall ha'e my best. Hem ! 

**A certain covetous man, in Bononia, lost his purse 
witli twenty-one ducats in it, which, when he could not 
recover with diligent search, he raved like a madman, and 
in the end, was ready to have lianged himself for sorrow. 
Another honest man having found such a purse, moved 
with compassion, came and delivered the same to this 
covetous person, who, never thanking the bringer, fell 
forthwith to telling of the money, and finding but twenty 
ducats therein, with great greediness he exacted the odd 
ducatj which, because the finder denied, he is brought 
before the magistrate, a man of very great wealth, but of 
very little witj — but such magistrates are many times 
elected, where the matter lieth in the mouths of the multi- 
tude. The one party sweareth there were twenty-one 
ducats in the purse which he lost; the other party swear- 
eth that there were but"twenty ducats in the purse which 
he found. The magistrate, though a fool, giveth no fool-r 
ish sentence: for he pronounced, that the purse which 
was found, was not that purse which was lost, and, there- 
fore, condemned the covetous person to restore the twenty 
ducats to the other party." 

'* A naost worthy magistrate," said De Clare, when the 
other had fiptshed; *'and jet he had very ^'eat wealth, 
but very little wit, do you mark?" he continued, address- 
ing himself to Mortimer. *' There be more men of that 
qualHy, to your thinking, or I mistake 1" significantly al- 
luding to the character which Mortimer had given of his 
friend Wilkins, when he called him '^a golden-calf," as 
well as a "moon-calf." 

Mortimer did not relish the jest, and, wishing to escape 
from the gibing malice of De Clare, he exclaimed, *' An 
excellent tale! by my faith: it reminds me of one which 
did happen while I was upon my travels in France, and 
which, with the good leave of tnose present, I will re- 
late. 

"At Paris, one morning, a hungry, poor man, begging 
his alms from door to door, did at the last espy very good 
cheer at a cook's house; whereat, by an4 by> his teeth ber 
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gan to water, and the spur of his empty and eager sto- 
mach pricking hira forwards, he made as much haste to- 
wards the place as his feeble feet would give him leave; 
where he was no sooner come, but the pleasant smell, 
partly of the meat, partly of the sauce, did catch sure hold 
of the poor man's nose, that, as if he had been fastholden 
by a pair of pincers, he had no power to pass from thence^ 
until he had, to stay the fury of his raging appetite, eaten 
a piece of bread which he had of charity gotten in ano- 
ther place, in the eating whereof, his sense was so de- 
lighted with the fresh smell of the cook's cates, that albeit, 
he did not lay his lips to any morsel thereof, yet, in tlie 
end, his stomach was so well satisfied with the smell only 
thereof, that he plainly acknowledged himself thereby to 
have gotten as good a breakfast, as if he had indeed there 
eaten his bellyfull of the best cheery which, when the cook 
had heard, being an egregious wrangler, and an impudent 
companion, what doth he, but all hastily steps forth to the 

f»oor fellow, lays fast hand upon him, and in a hot, cho- 
eric mood, bids him pay for his breakfast. The honest, 
poor man, half-amazed at this strange demand, wist not 
well what to say; but the cook was so much the more 
fierce and earnest, by how much he perceived the good 
man to be abashed at his boldness; and did so cunningly 
cloak the matter, that iij the end, the poor man was con- 
tent to refer the deciding of the controversy to whatsoe- 
ver person should next pass by that way, and without any 
more ado, to abide his ju'dgment; which thing was no soon- 
er concluded, but by and by, cometh unto the place a very 
natural fool, and such a notorious idiot as in all Paris his 
like was not to be found. All the better for me, thought 
the cook, for more he doubted the sentence of a wise man 
than of a fool. Well, sirs, to this foresaid judge they re- 
hearsed the whole fact: the cook cruelly complaining, and 
the other patiently confessing, as before. A great multi- 
tude of people were gathered about them, no less desirous 
to know what would follow, than wondering at that which 
had gone before. To conclude, this natural, perceiving 
what money the cook exacted, caused the poor man to put 
so much money betwixt two basins, and to shake it up and 
down in the cook's hearing, which done, he did arbitrate 
and award, that as tlie poor man was satisfied with only* 
the smell of the cook's meat, so the cook should be re^ 
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compensed with only the noise of the poor man's money. 
Which judgment was so commended, that whoso heard 
the same, thought, if Cato or Solomon had been there to 
decide the controversy, they could not have given a more 
indifferent or just sentence." 

"Oh, rare fool!" exclaimed De Clare: " it is thus Hea- 
ven rebukes man's pride, and schools his presumption! 
The wisdom of a Solomon in the crazed pate of a natural ! 
Give me a very idiot for a judge, where I am the sufferer 
of wrong, but ever a judge who is an idiot, where I am 
myself the wrong doer. Thus shall even Justice do me 
right, in the injuries of other, and her crooked sister spare 
me in mine own.?' 

" You pray like the mariner," said Walwyn, " that tlie 
wind may always blow in the direction of the course he 
would steer." 

"I pray as all men do in their hearts," replied De 
Clare, "whatever their tongues speak to the contrary — 
and that is, that they may be neither sunk in quicksands, 
nor overtaken by tempests; or, to renounce parables, that 
they may escape knaves, and the punishment of kna- 
very. '' 

" A truce to this sharp contention of thy wit," said 
Hoskyns, "and let us not be prodigal of the time that is 
ours. At twelve, we may look for visiters, who will hold 
us quite in another manner of parley, or truth is a fable. 
How say you? — shall we carouse, or sit, till then, like ex- 
pectant sacrifices to the grim powers of darkness?" 

"A booze — a booze!" growled forth Wilfrid Overbury, 
whose liberal potations had oiled his several parts of 
speech, and overflowed the barriers which had hitherto di- 
vided him from the rest. "Your plentiful drink is that 
which fills the heart with the flood-tide of courage: a 
man's valour doth ever ebb and flow with his stoup of li- 
quor." 

"Thou sayest well, friend," quoth mine host, "there 
is much virtue in good liquor; ergo— he who selleth it, is, 
in some sort, a public benefactor. It is a breed -bate, in- 
deed, on occasions, and provoketh to quarrel; but then, 
if it getteth a man into a brawl, it getteth him out again. 
Jl^for example: — I broke Tib, the carrier's, head on Mon- 
m/f last; he comes to me, on Tuesday, with a napkin 
round it, *and,' quoth he, ♦John Wintour, you were 
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drunk last night.' 'I know it,' qtioth I. ^ You broke 
my head,' quoth he. * I did/ quoth I. * I am ^ng to 
the justice,^ quoth he. ' Look here/ cjuoth f , ' thou art 
three and four pence on the score for single beer, besides 
eight pence for small ale.' ^ I am,' quoCh he. ' This is 
Tuesday,' quoth I, ^ and thou shalt have a free score till 
Saturday, added to it, an' that will heal thy cracked 
crownP' ^ Content,' quoth he; ' and thou shalt break my 
head again, come next Monday, so you provide me with 
the same week's plaister for my green wound. ' " 

** A valiant drunkard is but a counterfeit man, mark 
you," said Owen Rees, addressing Overburyj **a mad- 
man, in his lunes, mind you/' 

- ** Brimstone and Lucifer!" exclaimed Overbury, " call 
you me lunatic and counterfeit? Do you suspect mj 
courage?" 

"Brimstone and Lucifer!" repeated Owen, his face 
reddening; ^^you do ill to bring your friends, unbidden, 
into this good company; it is not mannerly, I must be bold 
to tell you. " 

'* Do you gleek at me, mountain goat?" bellowed Over- 
bury. 

A dire strife had here ensued, (for the Welchman had 
started from his seat, and Overbury sprung up, thrusting 
his hand beneath his cloak, as if to grasp some weapon,) 
but Peverell interposed himself between them. 

" Is this a time for idle feuds?" said he; *'your places! 
and if a hasty word have fired your bloods, let a cup of 
wine, filled out in fellowship, drown the memory ot it 
Come,^^I'll pledge you in this brisk charneco." 

The appeal was well timed, Overbury and Rees filled 
their cups, and peace was restored, 

The conduct and appearance of Fitz-Maurice were now 
beginning to excite attention. Save the few words he ad- 
dressed to Peverell at his first coming, his lips had not 
once unclosed, nor had his countenance betokened that he 
participated in any thing which had occurred. There 
was nothing austere or gloomy in his manner, which indi- 
cated only profound abstraction. Except that his eyes 
occasionally wandered round the table, he seemed uncon- 
scious that he was not alone. The ludicrous fright of 
Clayton, the bcnsterous jollity of Hoskyns, the tales of 
Wilkios and Mortimer, the biting sarcasms of De Clare, 
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the tapster humour of mine host, and the sudden quarrel 
between Overburj and Rees, had all passed like shadows, 
making no visible present impression, nor leaving any 
apparent trace behind. He had tasted of nothing that 
was spread before him; and Hoskyns, noting this, thought 
it a fair occasion for making him cast away his silence. 

•* Sir stranger," said he, *'you partake not of our 
cheer." 

Fitz-Maurice bowed courteously, in recognition, as it 
were, of the kindness pressed upon him; but signifying, 
at the same time, his desire to decline it. 

** Will it please you to receive my challenge?" con- 
tinued Hoskyns, pouring out some wine. 

Fitz-Maurice, with the same air of grace and gentle- 
ness, expressed his silent refusal. 

All eyes were turned upon him during this brief ad- 
dress from Hoskyns. The gaze of Peverell was keen and 
searching. His look had a meaning which only Fitz- 
Maurice could penetrate, and which he would have pene- 
trated, but that he relapsed forthwith into his moody con- 
templation. It was no longer, however, the same unper- 
turbed solitude of the mind. The passions were at work 
within, and their movements were charactered upon his 
face. The emotions of an anxious spirit overspread his 
features, and more than once his hand was pressed upon 
that part of his brow where Peverell knew (though 
his clustering hair concealed it from the general view) the 
** crimson trophy of his victory" was stamped, which 
^^ sometimes burned inwards to his brain." His manner 
became restless and agitated; and straining his eyes, as if 
to pierce the gloomy obscure which enveloped the whole 
extent of the Abbey, beyond the immediate spot where the 
tapers burned, he seemed like one who watched the ap- 
proach of some dreadful object. 

In a moment, all discourse and revelry ceased. Every 
eye took its direction from Fitz-Maurice's, and every 
head was turned. 

" What is it?" whispered Hoskyns. 

''Do you see aught?" exclaimed Lacy. 

*' How goes theliour?" said Clayton, 

"Is it twelve, yet?" inquired Wilkins. 

"Hark!" interrupted Mortimer, "what noise was 
that?" 
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While they were thus gazing on vacancy, and every 
bosom (ay, even Peverell's, Overburj's, Lacy's, and they 
who had no touch of unseemly fear in their composition) 
beat high with mysterious apprehension, a blush of light, 
rather trian light itself, was gradually diffused over the 
whole interior of the Abbey. It resembled that delicate 
vermilion tinge, which, in the height of summer, an- 
nounces the glorious coming of the sun, before the eastern 
hills blaze in the splendour of his ascent over their proud 
tops. It appeared as if the place were filled witli a fine, 
transparent atmosphere, steeped in the richest hues of pale 
red roses. Through this thin veil of charmed air, every 
part of the Abbey was dimly visible; and it sent forth a 
delicious perfume, more grateful to the senses than all the 
odoriferous drugs and spices of Arabia, which seemed to 
dissolve them in the languor of luxurious repose. 

This scene of wonder was contemplated in silent as- 
tonishment. Not a whisper was heard. Gradually it 
inelted away, grew fainter apd fainter^ and at last wholly 
disappeared. 

But it was followed by wonders of another and more 
appalling kind. For now, a dark blue mist or vapour 
was seen creeping along the ground, rolling surge on 
suree, like the tide of the ocean, and ascending higher 
ana higher every moment. It curled up the walls, 
wreathed itself into shapes of life, or formed objects of 
nameless horror, striking so cold upon the limbs, and fto 
chilling to the blood, that their knees smote each other, 
and their teeth chattered* 

At this moment the Abbey bell tolled the first hour of 
twelve* It sounded like the clangour of a hundred enor- 
mous bells, each striking at the same instant. 

** Gracious heavens!" exclaimed Peverellj " behold !'* 

Close by the door stood Kit Barnes, and by the side, 
the old man^-the goblin with the iron hand, who with an 
exulting look pointed towards those at the other end* 
The appearance of Kit was no longer that of one who be- 
longed to this earth. The phantom figure, grisly and ca- 
daverouSy seemed a hideous incorporation ofthe blue mist 
itself, rather than a form enveloped in it.: for, as the va- 
pour thickened, his spectral shape darkened into obscuri- 
ty, and at length faded from the sight. 

Mean while, the exhalation grew more and more dense, 
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almost imperccp^blj chan^ng its colour from a grajish 
l^lue to a deep black, andr in its undulations, presenting 
the image of a huge pall^ flapping to and fro, while its 
motion seemed to generate a current of freezing air, which 
benumbed the faculties. The tapers, though not extin-^ 
guished, shed no li^t; for the name of each was con- ^ 
gealed> and looked like small stars glimmering through a 
tempestuous* cloud. All power of speech was suspended, 
and almost of action^ from the rigidity of the muscles, 
produced by the intense coldness of the vapour. The 
ejes and the ears alone, of all the corporeal agents, re- 
tained their functionsi and it seemed as if this exception 
had been made, only that they might become instruments 
of torture to the mind. 

The bell had ceased tolling, but its deafening alarum 
still echoed through the Abbey, in crashing peals, whose 
mingling tones, at times, resembled the howling, pcream- 
ing, ana yelling of every savage animal that ranges the 
forest or the desert At others, low, mournful, melan- 
choly sounds were heard; soft lamentations, sentle wail- 
ings, and stifled groans, as if all the miserable yarieties 
of human suffering were there gathered together^ Then 
voices struck upon the ear— some blaspheming — some ut- 
tering exclamations of despair — some praying — s^me be- 
seeching—some, in anguish, crying aloud, pardon! par^ 
don! With these were blended, ever and anon, shouts 
of laughter, which seemed to burst, in horrid volleys, from 
infernal throats. One of these shouts — ^a loud and length- 
ened one — was heard to follow a dismal shriek, as from a 
living creature in more than mortal agony: and thei, for 
a moment, all was hushed, and still as death. 

They were in utter darkness — darkness so profound^ 
tiiat, though each one touched the other, to have distin-* 
guished form or feature, were as impossible as though di- 
vided by the space of a thousand miles. But dreadful 
were the visions that thronged about them. Above, be- 
low, around, the world of shadows presented itself. On 
the sable pall of gelid air that encompassed them, what 
hideous phantoms grew, as it were, ana straight vanished^ 
to make room for others still more hideous 1 Hovering 
over them, grim Death appeared, clutching in hi^ bony 
hand the fatal arrow, that never flies but once to its mark^ 
-^'tis held in threatening poise,— while the fell monarch 
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seems to glare from his eyeless sockets, with conscious 
triumph at his [jreyl 

Death's terrific revels burst on the sight in every shape 
— from new-l^orn infancy, that dies in the very portals of 
life, to calm expiring age. There writhes the murdered 
traveller, — his crammed bags rifled of their tempting 
store! — There gapes the gory throat of the butchered fa- 
ther, whose caitift' son, impatient to be rich, had held the 
knife ! — There hangs the felon, strangled by the award of 
justice: his straining eyes bursting from their spheres, 
and his livid features swollen with overcharged blood. — 
There the incest-engendered babe, whose guilty dam, 
frantic with shame at her unnatural lust, had smothered 
it in the dark, not daring to look upon her foul burden; 
and there the violated virgin, the imprecations upon her 
ravisher still warm upon her lips, as they were arrested 
there bjj the stroke that pierced her heart ! 

These vanish, and legions of grisly phantoms take 
their place; things without form or name, but horrible — 
most horrible to tlie eye ! Floating on the murky vapour, 
they pa» and repass, till overwrought terror rises to ago- 
ny. Sometimes they almost seem to fan you with their 
enormots wings — ^at others, to shed blistering venom 
down: — ^and then — cataracts of fire, as it were, spout 
from hissing serpents, which twine and coil around them I 
Reptiles of all loathsome kinds — the adder, and the blind 
worm — the speckled toad, and the huge bloated spider — 
the fierce scorpion, and the gilded snake, whirl and eddy 
about, and so close, withal, that the flesh on their bones 
shrinlbs from the dreaded contact! 

la the midst of these appalling shadows, reappeared 
one of frightful aspect. Suddenly — the spectral form of 
Kit Barnes became visible, — seated at the table, — and 
clothed in the garb of the grave. His shrouded arm was 
wound round the body of Walter Wilkins, which seemed 
gradually to wither away, till at length there sat his 
ghastly companion alone, in his seat ! He looked sor* 
Gowfully upon the rest, and pointed to his left arm, on 
which was visibly imprinted the mark of a hand — the iron 
hand of the goblin. Then addressing himself, as it were, 
to speak, the phantom slowly melted into air! 

Aiul now the wizard scene began to change. — ^The 
hurly-burly ceased; the abhorred and venoojious reptiles 
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disappeared— the ui^allowed visions of murder, in its 
most dire and bloody forms, vanished, and pallid Death 
himself, no longer startled the aching sight. The loud 
din of the roaring bell was silenced; the sharp and freezing 
misty like frosty winter melting in the lap of spring, 
kindled into gonial warmth; while its murky colour, and 
almost palpable obscurity, softened into a gray fiimynra- 
pour, as it now curled dottrnwards from the roof, and rolled 
Itself again in surging waves along the flooi^ the tapers 
once more gave forth their faint and unsteady light; and 
the balmy, roseate atmosphere, which, at the first, had 
bathed the senses in delicious languor with its perfiimed 
breath, again diffused its vermilion canopy, till it gradu- 
ally faded from the sight with a fainter and fainter glow, 
like the farewell rays of the setting sun, lingering on the 
bosom of the western sky. 



CHAPTEli IX. 

" It is past!'' exclaimed Fitz-Maurice, in a tone of ex- 
hausted agony. 

"By the immortal heavens!" ejaculated Vehan, "I 
do not believe the eye of man hath ever before seen the 
like." 

"The like!" said Walwyn — "no, nor its most re- 
mote similitude: the earth hath no twin wonders of this 
quality." , 

'*It is most marvellous, I am free to confess," ob- 
served Declare; "and but that our senses testify the 
truth, our tongues would shame to avouch that which we 
have beheld." 

** What may it all mean?" said Peverell. " We are 
not here as children, to be scared with sights which baf- 
fled reason cannot cope with. How are we to construe 
these portents?" 

"How?" interrupted Overbury; "by an easy enough 
rule. Hell has played one of its pranks before us; and 
that's the end of it." 
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The rest were silent. Although disenthralled from thd 
spell that had bound them, and their suspended powers of 
speech and motion restored, they merely looked on each 
other with dumb amazement. Even old Benjamin 
Lacy, whose cheek had never blenched in the hottest dan- 
gers of the field, wore a countenance that would not have 
disparaged a woman's spirit; and, as to Clayton, the echo 
ot his own voice, at that moment, would have been a suf- 
ficient coutfter-sign for his passport to the other world. 
Mine host, too, showed manifest symptoms of having been 
employed much less to his satisfaction, than in breaking 
Tib the carrier's head, at the expense even of a week's 
free score for single beer and small ale. 

"What's here?" said Peverell, looking on the ground. 

•'By my faith!" exclaimed Mortimer, "my excellent 
friend, Walter Wilkins, frightened out of himself, and 
into a fit; — and no great wonder, either." 

They lifted him up. He was lifeless! 

At first, it was thought he had only swooned, from the 
excess of his fears; and the more likely so, as he was not 
accounted a man endued with much vigour of mind. But 
every effort to rouse him, either by violent shaking, or by 
forcing small quantities of wine into his mouth, proved 
unavailing. 

" He has swallowed his last draught in this world," 
saidOverbury, laying down the cup, and placing the head 
of the dead man against the back of the cnair in which he 
had been supporting him. *' 1 have never seen a corpse, 
an' he be not one. " 
• They all gathered mournfully round the body. 

"It would seem," said Lacy, " as if some violent con- 
vulsion had seized him, from the livid colour of the face, 
and this appearance of strangulated blood in the throat." 

The features were slightly distorted, apparently with 
overpowering terror; and round the throat there was a 
black mark, such as Lacy had described. 

"Poor fool!" exclaimed De Clare, " ihou shouldst 
have died in thy bed; but the^ ambition to be what thou 
art not, pricked thee on to fincl an untimely grave here. 
A church -yard sprite, formed, ere the cock crew, by the 
deceitful beams of the moon, would have done as much 
for thee, but thou always hadst wit enough to keep the 
high way." 

"He was ever a timorous creature," observed Mortimer. 
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*' Ay, sir," replied De Clare, "and fear ever builds 
her throne of shadows in such natures." 

*'It will be a heavy hour for his now childless mother, 
when slie hears of it!" responded Mortimer. 

*• But a merry one for some, I ween," said De Clare, 
with a stinging emphasis; '*for bondless debtors, who 
enrolled themselves his friends, and made themselves — 
the minions of his purse." 

" You have the advantage of me," replied Mortimer, 
with an air of easy indifference; *'I protest, by my cha- 
racter, your speech ranges farther than I can discern," 

*'LiKe enough — -Jike enough," answered De Clare. 
** It were a foolish speech for a quiet man to make, which 
should be so gross in its application, that he must fall to 
lo^erheads afterwards to maintain it." 

Mortimer bit his nether lip; for he was really galled 
more than he cared to manifest, by the bitter taunts of 
De Clare, who felt a supreme contempt for him, and took 
no pains to conceal it. 

*' When a cur snarl es," said Mortimer, affecting much 
cool scorn, "I always the rather take it as a warning 
to avoid, than as a provocation to beat him;" and he 
turned his back. De Clare smiled, as he would have 
done at a froward baby which had hurt itself in falling, 
and forthwith began to chide the stone that bruised it. 

This sharp dialogue had passed almost unnoticed by 
those who were standing^ round the lifeless body of Wil- 
kins, so deeply were their several thoughts engrossed by 
that afflicting sight. It was strange, but no one adverted 
to a circumstance which all had seen, and which Pevere^l 
alone recalled with a foreboding spirit — the vision of Kit 
Barnes, seated by the side of him who now lay dead be- 
fore them — as his form, then, seemed to fade away, in 
the withering embrace of the spectre. A prophetic con- 
viction dwelt upon Peverell's mind, that Kit himself had 
ceased to be numbered among the inhabitants of this earth; 
but he awaited the fact in silence. 

*' I have witnessed, ere now, a fatal scene like tKis," 
said Fitz -Maurice. 

They drew back at the sound of his voice, as issukig 
from one whom they heard for the first time. Fitz-Mau- 
rice perceived the effect of his words, and thus addressed 
them: . 
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"You have been perplexed by my manner this night, ' 
I have sat with you, an invited guest, as this good gentle- 
man can. aver," pointing to Peverellj "but I have not 
eaten, nor drunk, at your boardj neither have I held dis- 
course with any among you. You shall learn the reason 
thereof. It were tedious, however, to repeat all that mat- 
ter, pertaining to myself, which I this morning disclosed 
here," again pointing to Peverell^ " he, at his leisure and 
discretion, can impart what may satisfy your curiosity; 
but this receive from me, and it is all, the knowledge 
whereof the occasion demands. 

" In my youth I knew a famous exorcist; one, who, by 
his powerful art, could subdue the fiends of the lower 
world, when they infected this. I had his love, as he 
had the young affections of my heart; for he was gentle 
and kind, withal; though a lone, seU^banished man, that 
lived remote from the haunts of cities. In the deep si- 
lence of the midnight hour, when we have sat beside some 
quiet stream, the passage of whose smooth course could 
be noted only by the idle weed or crisp leaf that floated x 
on its current; or, looking from the dizzy height of some 
jutting rock, have worshipped the living fires of the wide- 
spread firmament above us, he would oft unfold to me 
the mysteries of enchanted lore. I listened, with mute 
wonder and admiring aw'e, to the thrillitig secrets of na- 
ture, and of occult science which he disclosed. The subtle 
charms he wrought — ^but ever for benign purposes — by 
the knowledge he had obtained of the coy properties of 
each mineral, flower, herb, root, blood of the untamed 
iyi)bard — dew brushed from reeking graves in the dim twi- 
light, and countless other elements of cunning power, — 
were made familiar to me; and, but that he was mortal, 
^nd so, subject to that death we all owe, I had been in- 
structed in his art far, far beyond my present having. 

" But I lost him not before I had drunk deep of mys- 
teries beyond my then imagination to conceive; in even 
its \\dldest dreams. He taught me the rare lesson I have 
this night practised; the faculty, by sure and certain pre- 
paration, of seeing, with the miwi>, what to oor grosser 
visual organs, is* invisible. I was wrapt, when you thought 
me silent only. One word, one act of earthly quality, 
as to eat, or drink, or walk, had plunged me from the 
mystic world into which I had passed, and \Ylieocel saw 
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'*Now mark me," he continued, with increased so- 
lemnity of manner. " By whB.i ye have witnessed, I call 
upon jou to go on; by what /have seen, and which to 
tell, were perdition, till the hour of fulfilment comes, I 
bid you be of good cheer. Seek not to know the meaning 
of my words beyond this: that ye are not the puppets of 
chance, — that each and every of ye, have moved in this^ 
business by no frefe will ot your own, howe'er it may 
seem to yourselves; — and that what is to be, — i§ to be 
done. , 

"For this unhappy gentleman, whose grievous state 
we all lament, let him remain here till morning, when it 
will be meet he be removed. I must away to-night: my 
steed waits: and necessity urges." 

"What should we do to-morrow?" said Peverell, ad- 
dressHig Fitz-Maurice. 

" Be silent, and watch the signs that shall show them^ 
selves. Speak not of what ye know; neitheramong your- 
selves, nor to others; but let each man, with his finger on 
^ his lips, follow the business that calls him. I tell you 
enigmas; wait, and they shall be unriddled." 

"Do you return to us?" inquired Walwyn. 

"Ere the sun goes down to-morrow," replied Fitz- 
Maurice, "thy question shall be resolved." 

" Why not now?" exclaimed Overbury. 

The countenance of Fitz-Maurice kindled into gloomy 
wrath, as he cast a fierce glance at Overbury. 

"Why no/ now?" said Peverell, repeating the ques- 
tion emphatically. "Ze/ no man trust to-morroiv — it is 
the cheat oj- life — the future that never comesi — the grave 
of many a buried enterprise of noble birth — Then, why 
not now?" 

Fitz-Maurice smiled. These were his own words — 
his own earnest persuasions to Peverell, in the morning, 
when urging iiim not to delay the purpose he had that 
night accomplished. He felt the force of the appeal so 
adroitly made. 

"My friend," said Fitz-Maurice, laying his hand fa- 
miliarly on Peverell's shoulder, "I read you as you would 
have me; and hadst thou possessed as good reasons where- 
with to put me oif, when I so addressed you this morn- 
ing, as I have, now, to say thee nay, then hadst thou not, in 
this place, and at this moment, thus skilfully have pointed 
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mine own Mieapons ag^nst myself. But be thou satisfied, 
at least: thou, who hast had such cause to know what con- 
fidence I am worthy of; and let thy example be an ail- 
ment with those who have not the same authority to vouch 
for me. '' • 

"I accept the conditions," replied Peverell; "as these 
gentleman will, I doubt not, my assurance, for Ihy ho- 
nourable bearing towards tliem." 

Fitz-Maurice was now moving towards the doors of 
the Abbey, when a loud knocking was heard^ithout, and 
the noise of voices in contention with some one who de- 
manded entrance. 

''What more?" said Fitz-Maurice. 

The knocking continued, as did the clamour of tonsues. 

'* It is likely, some of the town's-pepple," observed Pe- 
verell, "impatient to learn what hath happened since we 
were here." 

He took up the keys from the corner where he had de- 
posited them, and opened the door. 

It was Madge who would enter, and whom some twenty 
or more, men and women, were striving tq remove. 

" You are well to do," she exclaimed, seeing Peverell, 
" to keep him here and mock me thus I" 

" Whom seek you, woman?" said De Clare. 

" God help me I" she replied, " I do fear I am crazed. 
BiKtheisdead!" 

"Who is dead?" inquired Fitz-Maurice. 

"I told you how it would be," continued Madge, still 
addressing herself to Peverell — "did I not? ay,— Madge 
was right j and when I said, the day that saw Marian in 
her grave, would see him ready for his, the truth was in 
me — as surely as the rest will follow, and I for mine/ 
These were my very words — and Heaven has heard my 
prayer — for my heart is breaking, hour by hour." 

"Do you know this cot-quean, this called" said Over- 
bury to Peverell. 

"Revile her not," replied Peverellj " she is distraught 
with sore affliction, and it is her grief, not her reason, that 
speaks. You heard the lamentable end of the poor idiot 
girl, but two days since," he continued, addressing the 
rest; " she was her mother, and you see what it has done 
for her. Him she talks of, who is dead, was Kit Barnes^ 
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yfho last night cmne hither alone, and whom Ais now be- 
wildered creature tended on his death-bed." 

**Will you hear the manner of it?" suddenly inter- 
rupted Madge, her attention roused by the name of Kit 
Barnes, and the mentioi| of his death-bed. ^^ It has been 
a iearfui hour,*ai)d something more, I have had with him. 
The day passed as the ni^t iiad done^ and the evening as 
the day : and my sweet Marian lies not more calmly, than 
did this huge rou^h man of mighty limi^, save ever and 
anon that th# tolling of the bell now above me, shook him 
with fierce convulsion. But then approached the horrible 
eleventh hour, and oh ! what rending pangs began to seize 
him. How he tossed toTand fro, and railed in agony! 
His eyes opened, his lips unclosed, — but his look was 
frenzy — his voice, the howl of the wild dog. ' Show me 
visions!' he exclaimed. ^ False fiend! I am thine only 
yet another night, and thou beliest the troth-plight that 
made me thine.'— Then would he strive to pray; but holy 
words were strangled in his throat' And now the hour of 
eleven went. Ife shrieked dismally — * Tramp! tramp! 
tramp I' quoth he, 'See how they gallop! Four! — and 
fou4^ and four! — See how they enter! Oh, brave fiend! 
brave fiend! I worship thee! They smile too! Deck 
shrouds with roses, and let the woodbine flaunt o'er 
graves, an' they can smile! Hark! the merry jest, and 
: . tnirth-inoving tale! This is thy triumph, subtle fiend— 
t^this thy master mock — to make men faugli beside their 
coffins, or ere the death-worm breeds in their flesh !' Thus 
did he rave, while I stood by him, and with my napkin 
soaked up' the big round drops of sweat that bathed his 
brow^ and I spoke to him words of such comfort as my 
poor wit could frame; "but, alack! 'twas past with him to 
near a mortal voi<^e. Oh, sirs! mine was a sad office. All 
had left me to come hither — ^and there I was, alone, with 
this dying man, while all my thoughts were with my own 
dead child. What could I do? E'en what I did: pray 
by him, though he heard me not; arid minister to his wants, 
though he knew it nol^ At the last came the worst, for 
now 'twas midnight nearly, and sharp were the pangs he 
suffered. He hsKl lain still and silent, it may be, scant 
half an hour, when he heard the chimes of tiie three quar- 
ters. He sprang from hit bed, on to the floor, and alas ! 
the while, how he looked! The remembr|uice of it^ even 
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now, scares me from myself. He talked, too, as it were, 
to one bj his side, though only I stood there, weeping and 
praying. He yelled, he stamped, he writhed; and, grasp- 
ing his left arm, 'I feel you,' he said: 'thy touch is 
death;' and then he shivered, as though each joint were 
shaken by ague, while blood, for sweat, burst forth on his 
face and hands. Thus he stood, till Ihe twelfth hour 
struck, and then exclaiming, 'I come! I come! oh, fiend, 
to do thy appointed work this night!' — he fell, — nor ever 
moved agam. He was a corpse — e'en as I left him, to 
come hither and tell thee of it." 

There was a simple yet terrible pathos, a wild energy of 
manner, and an unpremeditated eloquence, infused into her 
recital, by Madge, which awakened -deep sympathy, not 
to say emotions of a stronger character, in those whom 
she addressed. Peverell, especially, who had witnessed 
the progress of Kit's strange affection, and Avho now re- 
called to mind the illusiou, if indeed it were sucli, of the 
night before, when he saw the phantom funeral train wind 
slowly round the Abbey walls, and the shadowy bier, on 
which lay the seeming body of Kit himself, listened with 
breathless attention. When she had finished, he asked 
her; without much thought of the necessity of his ques- 
tion, " What had brought her there?" 

*' I hardly know," replied Madge, mournfully; *'but 
I had the conceit that you, or some of you, had played me 
an ill trick, in leaving me to count the death-throes of 
that fiend -tormented man, and to mark how he wrestled 
with them." 

"Well, well," said De Clare, impatiently, '*to thy 
bed, now, old crone, and warm thee, for the niglit is cold, 
and thou art weary with much watching." 

*'I am indeed weary," answered Madge, " but it is of 
life;" and she sighed heavily. '**To bed, say you, for the 
night is cold — ay, and warm me by the colder limbs of 
my Marian ! — Well, 'tis fit I sleep with her this night, 
for to-morrow they bury her, and the next day — I wish I 
could weep — or rave, or any thing, to get room for my 
heart, it beats so thick — but I cannot; my eyes are as 
sere as this staff I lean upon. — To my bed, say you — in 
sooth, you are right — ^you shall not bid me twice, as I did 
Marian, to keep in her bed, when I left her where I ne- 
ver sa^ her again, till the^e bandt laid her there — a 
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corpse! I go, but look ye to it — he lies bleeding, — and 
though I pass his door, I will not lift the latch, if doing 
so would recall yesterday for him.*' 

The poor crazed creature then slowly withdrew, still 
muttering to herself incoherent phrases about her Marian, 
or the last struggles of Kit Barnes. She was followed by 
some three or tmr of her own sex, neighbours, who knew 
her, and pitied her condition. 

"It amazes me,'' said Walwyn, after she was gone, 
<*that a mind, so manifestly shaken as hers is, sliould 
have method enough to relate, in the way she did, the^ir- 
cumstances of Kit's death. *' 

*' It is often th^s," observed De Oiare. "The parti- 
cular grief that unseats our reason, never after presents 
itself, but to confirm, and triumph in, its mastery; while 
in its absence, the deposed monarch re-assumes his state, 
and, for the time, rules his vassal thoughts with as well 
ordered sway, as he was ever wont to do in his pride o£ 
power." 

Fitz-Maurice, who had paused for a moment when he . 
first saw Madge, and who afterwards listened, to 4ier^ild 
tale leaning against his palfrey, with his arm thrown care- 
lessl V over its neck, now mounted, and without sayii^ a 
worcl, but waving his hand in token of farewell to Peve- 
reli and the rest, gallopped oflT, followed by his dwarf. 
The people, who were assembled, watched them with 
wondering eyes, as far as the darkness would permit. 

"Where goes he to-night?" said Vehan, addressing 
Peverell. 

"I could tell thee, as soon, where the arrow falleth 
that flieth i' the dark; or one of those stars, whither it 
goes, when shooting through the air," replied Peverell. 

"Thou know'st nim not, then?" observed De Clare. 

"There will be anotfler time," answered Peverell, 
"for telling you to what my knowledge of him extends: 
it is meet we now resolve how to bestow the body of our 
lost friend. Were it better we do as Fitz-Maunce said, 
leave him till morning, or have him conveyed hence now?" 

"He will take no cold, I warrant, between this and 
sunr&e," observed Overbury. "He'll wait till he is 
fetched, and come when he is sent for. There he sits, 
just where I placed him, in his chair; and looks like the 
giver of a feast, when the banquet is over, reckoning the 
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cost, with not a guest remaining to make him smile or for- 
get the amount. — Leave him there: he'll not be frightened 
because he is alone, though his manhood fell flat in the 
midst of us." 

No one noticed this brutal jeering of Overburyj not 
even Owen Rees, whose memory was tenacious of the af- 
front that had been put upon him bj this demi -savage, and 
who still hoped to pick a c[uarrel with him, which might 
give fair excuse for revenging it He had been made to 
swallow the " mountain goat" which Overburj threw in 
his teeth, but it by no means sat easy upon his stomach. 

" I think/' said Wal wyn, ** we cannot do better than as 
Fitz-Maurice directed. There would be much difficulty, 
I apprehend, in removing the body to-night; for the mere 
fact of his death, how truly soever explained, would ter- 
rify those, whose^ assistance we should need, out of all 
condition to render it. In the morning, due preparatioBS 
can be made for its removal; and mean while, Mortimer, 
as his nearest friend, and an intimate of the family, will 
make known the disastrous event" 

Mortimec signified his ready assent to do what was re- 
quired of hnn^^nd the rest concurred in the propriety of 
Walwyn's suggestion. 

"But we must not leave him thus," observed Hosk^s 
—the first words he had spoken since he pressed Fitz- 
Maurice to ** receive his challenge." 

"Assuredly not," replied Lacy. " It would look like 
mockery — a scurvy jeer, unbefitting men, who ai^e men, 
to leave him in the attitude of life, in cold-hearted deri- 
sion, as it were, of the life that has perished." 

The tone with which Lacy uttered these words, suffi- 
ciently indicated for whom they were meant. Nor was 
Overbury so dull, to require an interpreter; but the rebuke 
fell upon his rugged spirit, as the prayer of a captive 
would, whose ingots were not attainable till he had cut 
the throat of the suppliant 

*'Bah!" he exclaimed in a half growl to himself; "a 
dead man's flesh fattens crows, but keeps courtesy as lean 
as a beggar's boon." 

Lacyled the way, and they returned into the Abbey; 
where, having performed the sad office of placing the 
corpse of Wilkins as decently as they could, upon chairs, 
covering his face with his mantle, and extinguishing the 
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tapers, thej once more left it, Peverell locking thedoors, 
and taking charge of the keys. 

It was now nearly two o'clock, yet there were hundreds 
of the townspeople, waiting to see them come forth, and 
eager to learn some tidings of what had taken place. 
Their eagerness, indeed, was the greater, because, it ap- 
peared from their account, that not a sound or sight had 
manifested itself, during the whole time, to those who 
were on the outside. They gained nothing, however, to 
take off the edge of their curiosity. Some few among 
them, who were more importunate than the rest, were si- 
lenced, at once, by De Clare. 

*' We are not your deputies, sent by you, to do your 
work: ye are not our masters, to put us to the question. 
What you would know, seek; but seek it not here. Carry 
your valiant selves whither we have been: and if ye re- 
turn no wiser than ye go, perchance ye may learn of us 
what you desire, or the town-crier shall proclaim it to you, 
to-morrow, in the market-place." 

They slunk away from this haughty rebuff, like so many 
school boys, who, intent upon robbing an orchard, find 
the owner of it there, ready to inquire the object of their 
visit. 

'* PIl not be put off so, come noon," quoth one, "for I 
espy John Wintour; and it shall go hard, but the price of 
a pot of ale will pay for more secrets at The Roatj than 
yon churl could tell if he would. " 

*' Is it agreed," said De Clare, as they proceeded along 
to the mayor's house, " that we obey the injunction of 
Fitz-Maurice, each man his finger on his lip?" 

" It were better thus, I think," replied reverell. "I 
know not how it is with all of you, as respects thiftonan, 
but for myself, albeit no credulous fool of preternatural 
sympathies, yet I do confess he sways my judgment most 
strangely." 

"And mine, too," said Clayton, who had losf the fa- 
culty of speech, since Overbury's sneeze and Mortimer's, 
shoe, upon their first entrance into the Abbey, had made 
him vocal. Even now, his "and mine, too," was rather 
the breathing of a sigh, than the utterance of so many 
words. 

The simple question we have to resolve," said Wal- 
wyn, " is this. The untimely fate of Wilkinsxannot be 
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concealed, nor can his death be etplsdned, but bj the ad- 
mitting of sufl&cient circumstance. With what colour, 
and with what extenuation that decree of confession shall 
be made; comprises all that need term the matter of pre- 
sent debate. Now, my advice would be, let De Clare, 
who hath a readj wit to play the oracle, and dexterously 
to put aside, with seeming answers, a too eager question- 
ing, as he hath shown but now, in his repulse of the peo- 
ple's curiosity, should be our mouth, and speak for us af- 
ter his own fashion." 

**Good," replied Hoskyns^ "and we, like his priests, 
will pronounce only as he inspires us." 

The suggestion of Walwyn was approved by all but 
Overburj[, who grumbled something about " making them- 
selves minnows to the whale, and that he, for his part, 
should speak what he would, and of whom he would." 

*' I accept mine oflSce," said De Clare, " for it is my 
humour to play with men's desires, and make them mj 
fool. They shall get from me enough, and no more, to 
grow wise m their own conceit; but nothing to tell, ex- 
cept by their own invention. And, to be free with you, 
I like this Fitz-Maurice well, an' it be only that he has a 
spice of that quality in him which makes his depth be- 
yond every man's hne to fathom." 

They now arrived at the house of the mayor, whom 
they found waiting for their coming. 

" I marvel," said De Clare, the moment they were 
seated, **how your worship, at your time of Hie, and 
with your growmg infirmities, can dally with the hours 
thus, and deny yourself needful rest." 

His worship perceived the drift of this piece of irony, 
and endeavoured to parry it 

"Your wonder is just," he replied, "and I ought to 
have been asleep three or four hours since; but mine is a 
wayward body, — like a testy babe, that will and will not. 
I overpassed my usual hour of going to bed, in receiving 
you to-night: and so, because the child was disappointed 
then, it hath since refused to leave its froward word; my 
spirit is drowsy" — and he forced a yawn, "but mine 
eyes watch." 

"It is a drowsy time o' the night," answered De 
Clare, "and sleep sits heavy on us all; we will leave, 
therefore," o.t.ed.y Google 
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It was not for this that his worship had kept his ejei 
open, and his curiosity awake. 

"Nay," said he, " now thou art come, impart— impart 
— jou have something to tell, I dare be sworn, besides 
how you liked my wines, and approved my dishes.'' 

"Why, yes," observed De Clare; "we have feasted 
our eyes and ears, as well as our palates." 

"As how?*' quoth the mayor. 

"Have you not been near the Abbey since we left?" 
inquired De Clare. 

"No, by my faith." 

"Nor once sent your waiting^ man, to bring you 
tiding." 

"The varletl" exclaimed his worship; **I had no more 
control over him than a hind has over the pig he is 
driving. My authority prevailed not with him; no, nor 
the promise of the stocks. * Crab,' said I, *go thy ways 
to the Abbey, learn what thou can'st, and return quickly- 
with thy news!' 'Master,' said he, • have you a heart?' 
and down he dropped on his knees — 'Bid me starve — I'll 
do't — have me wnipped — I'll bear't; hang me by the neck 
till I am half dead, I'll not cry oh! nay, whole hang me, 
an' you will, — but as you are a Christian man and a mayor, 
do not say go to the Abbey, which is worse than starving, 
whipping, and half- hanging;, and no better than whole 
hanging.' And I protest," continued his worship, "I 
could, by no manner of entreaty or command, get him . 
forth." 

"Then, in fine," said De Clare, "you know nothing of 
what has happened?" 

" Nothing," answered the mayor. 

" There be some secrets," rejoined De Clare, " which 
men never tell; and some, which they never know. The 
first are the last." 

" This is a riddle, and not an answer," said his wor- 
ship. 

"It is an answer, and not a riddle," replied De Clare.' 

"You are in a merry vein, I think," observed his wor- 
ship, a little nettled at being thus played with. 

"Not I, by the rood," replied De Clare. "I am not 
given to mirth, at any hour of the four and twenty, and 
should wonder at myself if I could play the antic now." 

"How is it, gentlemen," said the mayor, addressing 
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the rest, ^^that I am doffed thus, — ^fobbed, and put back 
with craftj devices?" 

**To the point, then," exclaimed De Clare, seeing his 
worship began to wax angry. ^'You would know our 
mystery; but being a mystery, how shall it become a plain 
tale of unvarnished truth? — ^Thus accoutred, it were a 
mystery no longer. We have seen and heard, what it 
would defy all the bishops in this fair realm to make ua 
not believe. How, if I tell you the very order of events? 
It may mar the future; for there hangs a future on this 
night which must tell itself. Think not it is your discre- 
tion to use, or your right to know, what I could unfold, 
that I question. Here is my proof of confidence in both — 
Walter Wilkins is dead. He lies yonder in the Abbey, 
as true a corpse as any that its walls contain. That fear, 
which wisely kept you at home, hath, in its effect, kept 
him there." 

**Dead!" exclaimed the mayor, casting his eyes upon 
those present, as if to verify, or otherwise, what De Clare 
had'said. 

"Ay, dead," continued De Clare; **and yet, for 
aught that really happened to put life in jeopardy, he 
might have ta'en his seat here as we do now. But so it 
is: men find their graves where they do not look for them, 
and look for them, ofttimes, where they are not The 
soldier comes back from the field of carnage to tell of his 
escapes, while the keen sportsman springs From this world 
into the next, in o'er-leaping a fence only. Your man 
of travel tempts the treacherous seas, the devouring quick- 
sand, and tempestuous winds; braves perils on shore^ from 
the robber prowling in silent ambush, from plague or pes- 
tilence, that walks unseen, and from the rude hand of ty- 
rannous power; but he returns to read a younger bro- 
ther's epitaph, perchance, wh«, in the time, hath sickened 
of the ague, and added one more to an already over- 
crammed church-yard. And thus we walk along the 
slippery edge of life, dropping, we know not when, into 
the nuge gulf of eternity that yawns beneath our feet" 

It was De Clare's object, in thus moralizing; the death 
of Wilkins, the knowledge of which he could not with- 
hold to any profitable end, to torn the mayor's thoughts 
from their previous current. Nor did he fail, for his wor- 
ship, quite overcome by the suddenness of the disastrous 
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communicatioD, dwelt.onl^ upon the event itself, and its 
melancholy character, without once again adverting to 
the cause. De Clare, indeed, ^ave him no leisure to do 
so; for, rising from his seat, as did the rest^' he commended 
his worship to his pillow, and they departed. 

"And now, gentlemen," said Walwyn, addressing 
them, as tliey were about to separate for their several 
homes> " what do we determine upon as respects to-mor- 
row? Nothing, I suppose?" 

*'Ye8, one thing," interrupted Lacjr, "and that is, 
that my house be the place of meeting, if there be occa- 
sion, as surely there must be, again to confer upon this 
matter." 

*• Willingly, say I," replied De Clarej "and as I am 
your oracle, and you all speak through me, my ay car- 
ries with it a common assent. Beyond that, / answer no, 
too, — for we must shape our course as events shape them- ♦ 
selves." 

With this understanding they separated, each revolving 
in his mind, with reflections such as belonged to his indi- 
vidual qualities, the things he had witnessed. 

Peverell and Clayton walked together. 

"What think you now?" said the latter, after a pause. 

"E'en what I thought from the beginning," answered 
Peverell 5 "that you and I, as we saw the first, must see 
the last. Mind you — I speak this with no brag — not I, 
by my soul; but from a rooted persuasion in my own 
mind, a growing conviction, an irresistible impression, — 
or call it by what name you will, — that we we»'e not se- 
lected to open this drama, and be dropped in its pro- 
gress." 

" Think of poor Wilkins,-" replied Clayton. 

"True," said Peverell; "and while I see natural 
causes to explain his lamentable end, I mourn it as a ca- 
lamity, but take from it no warning." 

" Natural enough !" exclaimed Clayton. " I only won- 
der we are not all by his side, instead of coming out 
alive." 

"Now you speak," said Peverell. "You have hit it 
in the right point. We have all come out alive, and, 
bating your wonder, it is the very reason why we should 
all go in again." 

"In again!" ejaculated Clayton. 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



100 THE FlVfi NIGHTS 

" Aj, and again, and again, and again," added Pere- 
rcll, " till we can tell why we have gone at all. Look 
ye, good friend. ^ In the nrst place, I do not think there 
18 another Wilkins among us, to be merely frightened out , 
of this world I and in the second, I do not think all the 
powers of darkness, if thej be really at work in this busi- 
ness, can produce such another night of horror. We 
have seen tne worst; and the worst that can now come, 
will find us, therefore, all the better prepared." 

Then there's poor Kit Barnes," continued Clayton; 
**be is dead, too." 

"I will suppose," said Peverell, after a pause, "that 
he beheld but a tithe part of what he did, and then say 
he was alone, and what marvel, I pray you, is there in 
his case? Had his mind been the counterpart of his body, 
it might have stood the shock; but it was of sickly growth, 
pampered with vain fancies, the oflfspring of a miscon- 
ceived holiness, which transformed into a martyrdom, in 
his conceit, what was simply a trial of humanity. Such 
natures are of too brittle a quality to endure a rough 
handling of the imagination." 

**Well," responded Clayton, "you may talk as you 
will; but t)iat which was enough to kill Kit Barnes, and 
Walter Wilkins, will be as much as is required to do for 
Hugh Clayton, I reckon." 

Peverell could not forbear laughing, as he replied, 
*' Why, man, you are a living contradiction of your own 
doctrine. . That which did kill them, has not killed you." 

"No," said Clayton; "but that only proves I take a 
great deal of killing." 

"Come, come, friend," answered Peverell, "this is 
unprofitable talk; you have more that's man in you, than 
you give yourself credit for; and I do not think, on my 
soul, if I were now to bid you proceed no farther in this 
business, you would accept the opportunity of leaving it" 

"Indeed I would," said Clayton, "if you tacked to 
your invitation your own resolution of leaving it" 

"That is impossible!" replied Peverell, with great 
earnestness. 

"Then I am with you, come foul or fair," rejopeVl 
Clayton, with equal earnestness. 

Peverell was touched with this honest display of warm 
and friendly attachment; and taking him kindly by the 
hand, as they arrived at Clayton's d80i%^^^^Goog[e 
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**Good night," said he. "/ do not consider this a 
service of peril, but you do: and by your own estimate of 
it, not mine, I measure the value of your regard for me 
in it Good night, and eood sleep attend you." 

Peverell soon reached his own home; and nearly as 
soon had the benefit of his parting benediction to his 
friend I for, exhausted by the long agitation of his fecN 
ings, he speedily sunk into a "good sleep" himself, from 
which he did not awake till an nour much later than his 
usual one of risinor. 






CHAPTER X. 

On the following morning the intelligence of Wilkins* 
death soon dlfifused itself, for Mortimer lost no time in 
fulfilling the office with which he had charged himself. 
It was fas he had truly enough predicted, when he pro- 
voked the gibing retort of De Clare) a heavy hour for the 
widowed, and now childless, mother of Wilkins. He 
washer only remaining offspring; the lipt of foui\sons 
and three daughters, the former of whom, except this ill- 
starred one, had all found honourable graves in battle, 
while the latter had each dropped off in the fair blossom 
of youth, or just ripening into womanly perfection. WaU 
ter, it was true, owed more to his purse than to his head, 
for what consideration he enjoyed: but in his heart, filial 
love and tenderness were a living spring, from whose 
source the current of his every action towards his mother 
took its rise. And whatever the world might say or think, 
the venerable Winifred Wilkins never laid her aged head 

Xn her pillow, without acknowledging, to the Giver of 
good, her pious gratitude for the blessing of so kind 
i|id affectionate a son. 

Immediate directions were issued for the removal of 
the body from the Abbey; and they to whom they were 
issued applied to Peverell for the keys. He chose rather 
to accoDApany them; as much from feelings of respect tor 
wards the deceased, as from a reluctance to expose to )u 
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centious and tfkiwatched intrusion, the scene of such mys- 
teries as those of the preceding night Mingled with these 
feeling, too, there was a degree of curiosity again to look 
upon it himself, in the broad glare of day, and divested of 
all its gloomy auxiliaries. 

When they entered the Abbey, Peverell was much 
perplexed by a circumstance which, however, he had self- 
command enough to observe in silence. Either he had 
totally forgotten how and where the body of Wilkins had 
been placed, or both had undergone a change. The lat- 
ter he deemed impossible; and yet the former he strong- 
ly doubted. He remembered, distinctly, having assisted 
Lacy, De Clare, Hoskyns, and Owen Rees in so disposing 
of it on the chairs, that the head was towards the north, 
and the feet towards the south wall, whereas now, it lay 
in the direction of east and west. His mantle, too, had 
fallen from off his face, and the chairs themselves were at 
a greater distance from the table than they had left them. 
"I cannotsui*elybe mistaken," he thought, " for there stood 
Hoskyns and Lacy — ^and there Owen Rees and De Clare 
— ^and here fplantmg his foot on a particular spot,) l my- 
self placed this chair, to support his head. I remember, 
at tne time, observing the fine effect produced by the 
fitful gleams of light as they plashed upon yonder win- 
dow from a nevly extinguished taper, which I could not 
have seen had I stood here; and De Clare, in assisting 
to raise his feet, brushed from the table that cup, whicn 
still lies there, and which could not have happened if he 
had been thus placed. Yet I must be mistaken, for it is 
mere ecstacy to imagine — out upon it — I shall grow 
ashamed of my own weakness." 

These thoughts passed through Peverell's mind, while 
those who had come with him were busied in making the 
requisite preparations for removing the body. Many of the 
townspeople nad accompanied them, and others had after- 
wards arrived; and Peverell could not help contrasting 
the comparatively cheerful scene then before him fin spite 
of the one melancholy object) with the gloom ana tert#r 
of the night before. Busy human faces, the hum of care- 
less voices, the tread of many feet, and, above all, a bright 
and glorious morning sun streaming through the windows, 
were so unlike what had been their own anxious counte- 
nance?) half-whispered words, measured footsteps^ and 
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dimly burning tapers, to saj nothing of what their ejes be- 
yiield and their ears heard, that he could not notice what 
/ would infalliblj have struck him under other circum- 
stances, the timid glances and mysterious shrugs of those 
whom daylight liad mspired with sufficient courage to cross 
the portentous threshold. 

His attention was now excited by another circumstance: 
the extraordinary change which had taken place in the 
body of Wil kins. Instead of presenting the appearance of 
a man suddenly struck by death, in the prime of life, and 
the full vigour of health, it might have been supposed, not 
only that he had lingered through a long disease, but that 
the first process of decay had commencedere he died. Nay, 
had he lain in the earth as many weeks as he had lain 
hours, only, in the Abbey, he could not have been more 
pestiferous to the smell, or more loathsome to the eye. 
His flesh was one putrid mass of dissolving jelly ^ his face 
livid, with here and there broad blotches of cadaverous 
green; his features bore no distinguishable resemblance to 
what had been their character in life; while the black 
mark round his throat, which had been observed in the 
first instance, had eaten itself, as it were, into a trench or 
gash of fluid corruption. Altogether, the spectacle was 
most hideous to the sight, and most abhorrent to the ima- 
gination. The gorge of Peverell rose, as be contemplated 
it; and it was an infinite relief to his feelings, when, all the 
necessary preparations having been made, the men slowly 
conveyed the body from the Abbey. Peverell again 
locked the doors, and returned home. " 

With regard to poor Kit Barnes, as he had neither kin 
nor kind — no creature near him, in whose veins ran a drop 
of kindred blood, Peverell took upon himself the charge 
of having him decently consigned to the grave. 

Mean while, these two lamentable events, the deaths of 
Wil kins and Kit Barnes, with the circumstances that ac- 
companied, and the supposed causes that had produced 
them, related, of course, with such an extra seasoning of 
the super-marvellous as was natural, where the exact truth 
could not be known, became the theme of every tongue in 
St Albans. De Clare, Mortimer, Lacy, Clayton, and 
Peverell, were visited, throughout the day, by intimate 
friends, loose acquaintance, and familiar strangers, who 
employed every ingenious device, from a seemingly care- 
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less, " now pray do not say a word if it disquiets you — for 
I merely called by chance, as it were," down to an affec- 
tionate assurance of — **I know I have your confidence, 
and you know how entirely you can rely on my discre- 
tion," to extract from them some indirect hint or special 
note of the affair. But the pact between them had been 
too deliberately made, to admit of its evasion lightly. 
Besides, most men cling to the importance which the pos- 
session of an incommunicable secret confers. 

Mine host, John AYintour, had his share of temptation, 
too; and he could not remember the day when so much 
strong ale, small ale, double beer, and single beer, had 
been drunk at Hie Rose* But honest Jack, (as the fre- 
quenters of his house called him,) who was a wag in his 
own sphere, contrived, with much dexterity, to keep tkem 
off from his mystery, and to keep them on to their drink. 
He had an eye to his score, or prompt payment, in all his 
answers. 

« Why, look ye, my masters," he would say, when he 
perceived an empty pot, " I am one who cannot neglect 
the main chance; and when, therefore, a stray chance falls 
in my way, which may help the other, I use it according- 
ly. Now it was one of these stray chances, as I call 
them, which carried me, last night, into such good compa- 
ny; and, for my part, they who call for my ale, have the 
best right, to my thinking, to call for whatever else I can 
give them." 

*'You speak like an honest man, and a good tapster," 
quoth the tipplers; ^^here, fill this stoup again, and then 
for it." 

** Anon," said mine host; and in the twinkling of an 
eye, there was a goodly array of foaming flagons on the 
table. 

" By my faith, here be more company," he would then 
exclaim, (as in truth, there were fresh comers every mo- 
ment,) and forth he sallied to give them due reception; 
always observing on these occasions, " that one telling 
would do for all, an* he could once see the end of their 
coming." He was tolerably well convinced, and more- 
over devoutly hoped, that no such end was near: and 
thus he managed to feed expectation, without ever once 
giving a meal to curiosity. 

It might be about noon* and The Sose overflowing; with 
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guests, when a traveller stopped at the door, and inquired, 
if he were on the road to St. Albans. 

"No," said mine host, "you are not." 

*' Will you put me in the way then?" quoth the stran- 
ger. *' A misbegotten knave, as I passed through Dun- 
stable, (so I think you call the nearest town between 
here and Northampton,) told me this morning, if I kept 
stra'igbt onwards, I should find St. Albans by the time my 
stomach cared to find its dinner; but I have walked many 
a weary mile since." 

*'He was no misbegotten knave," replied mine host, a 
raerrv twinkle sparkling in his eyes; " but a true man, for 
he told you right You are not on the road to St. Albans; 
and why? because you have arrived at St. Albans; and if 
thy stomach hath found its appetite for a dinner, I am he 
who will find a dinner for thv appetite." 

" Say you so," answered the traveller, "have with you 
then, and cook me a mess with your best speed; for I am 
as ravenous as a wild cat, and not nice in the matter of 
my food, whereto my hunger shall be the best sauce." 

He entered forthwith, took his seat among those who 
were already there, and called for a pot of ale, which he 
drank with the keen relish of one whom thirst, as well as 
hunger, had besi^ed. 

"This is brave liquor," quoth he, smacking his lips, 
after a draught which uncovered the bottom of the vessel; 
"but I might have remembered the adage, good tuint 
needs no bush. When you see a full hive," he continued, 
looking round at the company, "you may always trust to 
the honey." 

His speech denoted that he was from the north coun- 
try, and his appearance, that he was no summer fly. His 
beard was tawny and thick, but stunted in its growth. 
Hb make square and sinewy, and his age, seemingly, 
that of the middle period of life; while his dress bespoke 
about the same degree of condition. He carried a stout 
staff to help him on his journey, or, as it might fall out, to 
knock a fellow over the head who gave him offence. The 
plight of his boots was an evidence that he had trudged 
more than a few miles along very dirty roads. In paying 
for his ale, however, which he did on the instant, he drew 
forth a purse from his girdle, which satisfied mine host of 
two things— first, that he had not been robbed j^j t^e 
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waj; and, secondly, that he had wherewithal to be 
robbed of. 

His meal was soon ready, which he quickly despatched; 
and calling for some more ale, stretched himself at his 
ease on the bench, and began to troll the old ballad of — 

" When Arthur first in courts began. 
And was approved king/' 

^' Your spirits flag not," quoth mine host, addressing 
the traveller, '* whatever thy limbs may do." 

** No," replied Fortescue, (for that was his name); " I 
carry a li^ht heart in this heavy world, and I laud the 
gods for it It is better than house and land; for they 
may pass from you, but a brisk mind still flies abpve the 
cares of life. " 

"They say care killed a cat once," observed a starve- 
ling weaver, who sat near. 

" Good goose, bite not," said mine host. 

"Nay," interrupted Fortescue, falling at once into the 
humour of the discourse, '' what is there more wonderful in 
care killbg a cat, than in good liquor making a goose 
speak?" 

This conceit, poor as it was, pleased the fancies of those 
who heard it, and provoked a hearty laugh at the expense 
of the unfortunate weaver. 

** Blessing of your heart, you brew good ale, my friend?** 
continued Fortescue, finishing his second flagon; " it is no 
sooner in the stomach than it is up in the head. But I 
must to it again; so bring another, and let me see thee 
drink the first, for they say 'tis a bad cook that cannot 
lick his own fingers." 

Both commands were quickly obeyed by Wintour, and 
as he placed the ale before Fortescue, after a potation which 
showed that he had no distrust of his own liquor, he asked 
him if he were journeying onwards, or meant to abide 
the rest of the day at St. Alban's? 

"To speak truly," replied Fortescue, "lam not yet 

resolved. I am already foot-sore, and for mine own ease, 

care not to budge farther at present; but I am on an errand, 

•in the fulfilling of which thou, perhaps, canst render roe 

some service." 

"Master Wintour," said one of the company, *'do8t 
thou forget? An' we drink much more, aLkthe goblins in 
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Christendom coald not keep our ears awake. Come, your 
tale, Master Wintourj let us have your tale, Master Win- 
tour.'' 

"Marry, and you shall have it," answered Wintour; 
" but be patient, my masters, be patient See you not I 
have an aflTair in hand that will not wait?" 

"Oh," interrupted Fortescue, "an* two men ride of a 
horse, one must needs ride behind, you know. Let me 
and my affairs, therefore, be second in your kind offices. 
What tale is this they claim at your hands? I love a 
merry tale; 'tis medicine for a jaded body." 

** Then you must excuse me," said Wintour; "mine 
is no merry tale, but one as dark as winter; and, certes, 
no medicine for a jaded body, though like enough to prove 
physic to a nimble spirit." 

** Better still," replied Fortescue. "Your judicious 
discords make sweet music; and though I am ever for 
laughing rather than crying, yet I can be sorrowful like 
a true gentleman, and sigh away Sundays to psalm 
tunes." 

Mine host was now in a corner, and knew not, for a 
moment, by what trick or contrivance to escape. But his 
invention did not wholly forsake him. 

*^ You are from the north?" said he, addressing For- 
tescue. 

" Ay, from Northumberland." 

«* I thought so: and your name — '* 

"Reginald Fortescue; at your service." 

** Fortescue! Is that a north country name?" 

** It is my name, and, therefore, a north country 
name." 

** When did you leave Northumberland?" 

"Ten days smce." 

** And have you walked all the way?" 

** Ay^-every inch of it." 

** And you are going — ^" 

♦*Upon an errand." 

"Which, as I guess," interrupted mine host, "you 
will not impart?" 

** Which, as I guess," replied Fortescue, •* concerns 
not thee to know." 

*J Why, look you now, how choleric you ardl'^said 
Wintour, " 1 pry into no man's secrets, not I-r^^^^i^ 
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"No,** answered Fortescue, "yoU do not pry— yott 
would take them by storm." 

"I crave your pardon," quoth mine host, "if I am 
too unmannerly: but all hoods make not monks, you 
know." 

** I do not take your meaning," said Fortescue, seem- 
ingly angered. 

"Then my cake is dough," answered Wintour; " you 
should be a shrewd man from your nativity — ^but I have 
sowed cockle, and reap no corn." 

The look which accompanied these words was not lost 
upon Fortescue. He read its whole meaning at once. 

*' To your tale," said he, ''and let us have no feud. 
I am not quarrelsome, nor will I be provoked into a fray. 
Your tale, I pray thee." 

"Ay, your tale, your tale, good master Wintour," 
responded several voices. 

*' With right good will," said mine host| "so lend me 
your ears, an' you please." 

All was silent, and Wintour began: — 

" You know, my masters, what marvellous sights we 
have seen, of late, at the Abbey?" 

" Yes, yes," they exclaimed^ " never mind themi give 
us last night." 

"Your pardon," said Fortescue, "I am a stranger 
here. What Abbey, and what si«;hts do you mean?" nc 
continued, addressing himself to Wintour. 

Mine host was delighted. He saw that his drift had 
been rightly conceived by Fortescue. 

"You say true," quoth he: "it is fitting you should 
know the beginning, or how can you comprehend the 
end ?" 

"Nay," said one, " an' you mean to tell us all we can 
tell thee, it will be an hour or twain, ere you come to the 
marrow of thy tale." 

"By your leave," answered Wintour. "I will be 
brief; but do not break in upon me, for I have a slender 
wit, that will not bear the being crossed. See, now, how 
you have perplexed me. " 

" (jo your own gait," said Fortescue, " and you'll be 
at your journey's end all the sooner." 

" I must do so," replied Wintour. " Well, then, it 
was only five nights agone— five nights, doJL say-plet me 
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correct myaelf: no— it was only four nights — ^yes^— that 
is the true computation — four nights agone, tliat one Hugh 
Clayton, a worthy man of this town, returning from Dun- 
stable, where you were this morning," (addressing For- 
tescue) "in company with another worthy townsman, his 
sworn friend — one Marmadufce Peverell — " * 

'' Marmaduke Peverell!" exclaimed Fortescue. '* Is 
he alive, and still dwelling here?" 

"Ay, that he was, but two hours since, I'll swear, 
upon the faith of my own eyes," replied Wintour, "for 
I saw him. Do you know Marmaduke?" 

"Is he from Durham?" inquired Fortescue. 

"By my faith, I cannot answer thee that," said Win- 
tour; '• but why do you ask?" 

" For the satisfaction of my journey — no less," an- 
swered Fortescue, " I am the bearer or a packet for one 
Marmaduke Peverell, whom, as I was instructed, ere I 
set out, I should find at St. Albans, an' he were not dead; 
but where I should certainly laarn tidings of him, if he 
. sojourned elsewhere. Can this be the same?" 

" I can tell you it is," said an old man, who sat in one 
corner of the room; "so far, at least, as that this Marma- 
duke Peverell is of Durham: for I remember his coming 
to this town; and, in my dealings with him, have' often 
heard him speak of Durham as the place where he first 
cried." 

" Then I have sped well," observed Fortescue, " in 
taking up my quarters herCt In what part of the town 
does this same Marmaduke Peverell dwell?" 

" Hard by," replied Wintour. " A man shall hardly 
sneeze thrice, ere one despatched to his house would re- 
turn." 

"Have you a trusty messenger," inquired Fortescue, 
" by whom I could send this?" drawing forth a- small 
sealed packet. 

"I will be the bearer of it myself," replied mine host, 
right glad of an office which cut short a tafle he meant 
not to tell, but found it more and more difficult to evade. 

" You have my thanks," said Fortescue. " I am wea- 
ry, and, moreover, care not to disturb my present ease^ 
but, hark ye, that there may be no mistak^ (for this Mar- 
maduke Peverell may not be the one I am sent to find, 
although there be such strong circumstance to warrant 
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him 80,) inquire of him if he knows Martin Cuthbert, of 
Halifax, the rich clothier, fifth or fiftieth cousin, I mind 
not which, to John Bjram, of Kendal, of the same craft. 
If he saj ay, give him this, and bring him along, should 
he wish to have conversation with me, forthwith; but he 
may choose his time« for I shall not away again till to- 
morrow.'' 

**I'll do it, as you desire," quoth Wintour, and im- 
mediately left the room. In a few minutes afterwards, 
all the rest departed, hopeless now of hearing what they 
sought, and havine besides their several callings to pur- 
sue. Fortescue alone remained. 

Wintour found Peverell at home, and soon delivered 
him of his errand. 

** Ay, truly,'' said Peverell, when mine host had 
finished, ^' I know Martin Cuthbert, of Halifax, though 
it is long since I had any news of him. He is my kins- 
man; and when I stood no higher than his knee, would 
pat me on the head, and tell me I should be remembered 
m his will. Belike he is dead — ^he must have been hard 
upon fourscore and ten,*-*and this is to advise me of 
it" • 

Peverell broke the seal of the packet, which contained 
a small scroll of parchment. Unfolding this, he started, 
as his eyes hastily perused whatever were the words writ- 
ten on it; then, suddenly turning round to Wintour, he 
inquired, with an eager voice, ** who was the messenger 
that brought it?" 

"I have told you," said Wintour; "a foot traveller, 
of mean condition, rather than otherwise, who came last 
from Dunstable, which he left this morning." 

" I know— I know," interrupted Peverell, hastily; 
" but his manner-4iis words — his looks — what are they?" 

" You might guess him for one no better than myself," 
replied Wintour, — " a plain-spoken^ and homely-man- 
nered person." 

" And where is he?" 

" At my house, waiting my return from this errand of 
his, which he had discharged himself, but that he is wea- 
ry, and at his ease." 

" I must see him," said Peverell, "and that without 
delay." So saying, he set forth, leaving mine host to fol- 
low, who, being somewhat of the corpulent, and pursy 
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withaU could not move^long quite so nimbly as Piverell* 
vfko was, besides, urged into quicker speed by his in* 
tensely excited feeling. 

When Wintour arrived, he found Peverell standing at 
the door, looking with an eager eye, first in one direction 
and then in another. 

*'He^ is gone!" he exclaimed, in a tone of mingled 
amazement and vexation. 

" Gone, " echoed Wintour. * * Whither ?" 

"Ay, whither P^^ repeated PeVerell, emphatically^ — 
" tell me that, and tell me all !" 

Inquiry was now made by Wintour, but no one had 
seen Fortescue depart. 

*' The scurvy r<^e," muttered mine host, " he might 
have paid his last score, like an honest man, had he been 
one, before he went." 

Peverell still held the packet in his hand, and seemed 
buried in thought. 

" Meet me, an hour hence?" said he, after a pause, ad- 
dressing Wintour, "at Lacy's; we shall have business 
there. And canst thou undertake to give notice of the 
same to Overbury and Owen Rees ? The others I will 
acquaint with the necessity of their presence." 

Wintour promised to do his part, and Peverell left 
him. 






CHAPTER XL 

At the appointed time, they were all assembled at Ben- 
jamin Lacy's; and Peverell, addressing himself to Win- 
tour, bade him relate, with as much of minute circum- 
stance as he could, all that had occurred, from the first 
moment of Fortescue's arrival at his house, to that wherein 
he despatched him with the packet for himself. 

Wintour performed the task thus enjoined him, and 
detailed, with great exactness, the circumstances of For- 
tescue's coming to TMe Bose, and all that took place^ 
down to his own going^o Peverell with the Diacket. 

* Digitized by Google 



112 THE PIVB NIGHTS 

**And this," said Peverell, when Wintour had 
finished, ^'this is the missive he brought me; its contents 
are soon mastered, as ye shall hear." He then drew 
forth the scroll of parchment, and read the following 
words, which were inscribed upon it in bright purple 
letters: 

''WSfitn the ttifmes so vAnt, 
Utttm looft lor the sfflii." 

"I had no sooner perused this enigma," continued Pe- 
verell, "than I hastened to Wintour's house, expecting, 
I confess, what I found — that the bearer of it was gone; 
and so he was, unobserved of any." 

The parchment passed from hand to hand, each, as he 
received.it, examining, with profound attention, the mys- 
terious words. Overbury and mine host, indeed, were ob- 
served to hold it upside down; but they did not, there- 
fore, bestow a less seeming scrutiny upon the inscription. 

*' Who is the (Edipus among us," said De Clare, after 
a pause, " to solve this riddle?" 

"That am I, methinks," replied Walwyn, "and it is 
thus. At nine o'clock, in the Abbey, or on the outside, 
there shall be some appearance manifest itself, by which 
w,e may know what it is necessary we should do. You 
see I am beginning to play the old woman," he continued, 
smiling, "and treat this matter with a superstitious feel- 
ing; yet it is not so: at least my tongue will not confess 
so much." 

"Have you seen Fitz -Maurice to-day?" said Lacy, 
addressing Peverell, 

"No," replied Peverell. 

*' Nor heard from hirar" added Lacy. , 

"Nor heard from him," said Peverell. 

"/ am to be informed, ere the sun goes down," ob- 
served Walwyn, "whether he returns to us." 

"And you im// be informed," replied Peverell; "be 
certain of it." 

"By the same token," added De Clare, "we are to 
have signs." 

"But you must watch for them," replied Walwyn; 
** and it was with this enigma in my memory, that I at- 
tempted to solve the one now before us," 
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" I coDfess," said Peverell, addressing Walwyn, ** I 
think jou have penetrated the meaning of these lines, 
though I saw it not. The Abbey, the Abbey is the 
place." ' 

" Who and what is this Fitz-Maurice?" exclaimed Dc 
Clare. 

"I will tell you," said Peverell, "the full extent of 
my knowledge^" and he related all that has been already 
described. " What followed after this interview," he 
continued, " passed under your own eyes; for I saw him 
not again, till we met last night at the Abbey door." 

"He is a miraculous fellow, I protest," said Morti- 
mer, when Peverell concluded, "and just the terrible 
sort of dragon we need; but I wish we were all as well 
provided as he is, with his periapt." 

'' It is most apparent," added Hoskyns, " that he hath 
the gift of prophecy in him — the power of reading the fu- 
ture-^y whatever means possessed — holy or otherwise." 

"No," replied De Clare, '*it is not yet apparent that 
he hath this gift, though circumstances ^o near to the 
proof of it. ' But for these words," he contmued, address- 
ing Walwyn, ** which I have been weighing in my mind, 
I do not expound them as you have done. My conclu« 
sion would be, that we should commence our watchings 
in the Abbey, this night, somewhat before the hour of 
nine, and that then and there, signs'shall be made mani^ 
fest to us." 

" I am with you in that interpretation," said Lacy. 

"and I, too," added Vehan. 

"I am for any interpretation," observed Peverell, 
"tliat brings us to the Abbey by the hour named." 

The same sentiments were expressed by the rest. 

" Well, gentlemen," said Walwyn, " there goes but 
a pair of shears between us, as the saving is; and I lose 
no feather, decide as you may, for either your oracle, or 
your (Edipus. Let it be agreed, then, that we assem- 
ble at the time proposed by De Clare: and it will be the 
better, perhaps, for other reasons, inasmuch as it will be 
done more privily." 

Should we not apprize the mayor of our intention?" 
said Owen Rees. 

♦* Assuredly," replied Lacy, "it will be but an act 
of becoming courtesy: besides, we have his pr9mise^to 
10* ^ ^ 
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furnish us with (he rare produce of his cellar, and the 
dainties of his kitchen, and other commodities, to make 
the service we are upon more tolerable. " 

" His worship is most bountiful," said De Clare; "but 
he has only to call this a business that concerns the pub- 
lic good; and so write, in his charge of oflBce, Item^ for 
toine drunk, aiid provisions eaten, by Nicholas Mortimer j 
and eleven o^^cj's,— (naming us all) — while laying the 
foul fiend of the Abbey church. Thus shall he show him- 
self no less a prudent man than a vigilant magistrate, bj 
returning to the pocket of the former, what was taken out 
of it by the seeming duty of the latter." 

"Thou hast a saucy wit," observed Vehan, "thus to 
venf itself upon the dignity of office." 

"Oh," replied De Clare, "'tis the price that great- 
ness pays for its privilege of despising the world. We 
poor commoners of the state, are their aim, and when 
they hit, they wound us; while our shafts, though they 
fly thick as hail, pierce not the robes of their authority. — 
They smile; but we writhe." 

At this moment the door opened, and his worship en- 
tered. 

"I learned," said he, addressing Lacy, who advanced 
to receive him, ''that you were herein council, and I 
have used a liberty, which I hope the occasion will ex- 
cuse, in thus entering." 

"You come most opportunely," replied Lacy, **for 
we were, even now, upon the point of setting forth, to 
make your worship acquainted with what has passed, and 
with what is intended." 

Lacy then imparted to him their resolution of com- 
mencing watch in the Abbey before nine that night, but 
withheld the circumstance which had occurred ta cause 
that decision. 

*' The truth is,'^ said De Clare, '* we have done this 
specially for your' convenience, that you may hive the 
opportunity, which 1 know you covet, of being with us. 
Should au^ht take place which may suggest the extending 
of our vigds beyond the chimes of midnight^ you shall 
have free leave to depart,' so as not to o'eretay your hour 
of rest. 

"I cry you mercy," answered his worship. "Not I— 
.\Vhat ^ould I do tnere? I should be like an idle specta- 
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tor who enters the theatre when the last scene of a trage- 
dy he knows not, is playing: all the foregone matter, 
which explains the end, he hath lost, and so gapes he un- 
profitably about him. I was not admitted to yoar secret 
last night, and by your leaye I will not be so to-night. 
Moreover, I have sundry weighty affairs to despatch, 
which may not be delayed till to-morrow, or else, I would 
not swear an oath, I think, against my strong desire to 
join you. But I'll be your caterer still, and you shall 
remember me in your cups; — though, alasl I Know not 
with what heart you can quaff wine in that cold, dismal ~ 
place, and recollect poor Wilkins and Kit Barnes I" 

*' Therefore it is^ we can quaff it, and need it too,'' ob- 
served Hoskyns; ''for when the blood is chill, wine 
warms it, and when the spirits fly from the heart, wine 
drives them back again. As our friend Wilfred Over- 
bury told us last night, a man's valour doth ever ebb and 
flow with his stoup of liquor." 

*'Ha! ha I" exclaimed Overbury, pleased with this al- 
lusion to his words, "said I not rightr That poor fool who 
died, but wetted his lips when he should have drenched 
his throat; and what was the consequence? The foul 
fiend fell foul of him, and made him foul enough to boot, 
as I learn, ere this morning. No, while you live, drown 
fear in diink, and 



"Then fall to work. 
Like a devil or Turk.'' 



: shall 



"Well,'' cjuoth the mayor, " I have said it, and it sha 
be done. Nine o'clock, eh? But that matters not, — for 
whatsoe'er I do, it must be ere nightfall. Would you 
believe it?^ — They are such arrant cowards, that not even 
by virtue of my authority, do I think I could get a man 
to go into the Abbey after dark? It shall be done, how- 
ever; it shall all be done." 

After some farther .general conversiAion, in the couiie 
of which De Clare, in his usual caustic humour, played 
with the ill-disguised timidity •f his worship, they all de- - 
parted; it being previously settled they should re-assem- 
ble at LacY*8 by eight o'clock in the evening. 

When they were gone. Lacy was joined bv his daug;h- 
ter Helen. She entered the room with a dejected air, 
and her eyes were flushed from recent weeping. Helen 
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Lacy was in her twentieth year, and of a tall, well pro* 

gortioned figure.* Her countenance was more remarka* 
le for intelligent expression, than for what might be 
called beauty, (thou^ many, with less pretensions, would 
not haye'abatea their claim even to that t^uality;) but her 
mind exceeded all that her countenance indicated. Since 
the death of her mother, which took place three years be- 
fore the time we are speaking of, she had presided over 
her father's house. He had two other daughters, botli 
older than Helen, and both married. He had a son, also, 
in his twenty-third year, who was then ui>on his travels, 
to qualify himself, as was the fashion of his age, for en- 
tering into society, with the manners of France and Italy 
engrafted upon those of his native England; like a doublet 
of good broad cloth, pranked with copper lace and tawdry 
points. Helen still kept her maiden condition; not for 
tack of suitors, but because she loved her father too en- 
tirely to give him only a divided heart She had never 
declared to him, or to any one, that she would not wed 
while he lived, for words, she knew, were brittle things: 
she had done better. In the silence of her own thoughts, 
she had resolved, and she knew her own power to keep 
her own purpose. From that moment, she admitted of 
no parley with her resolution. 

Helen had received such an education as was usually 
bestowed on young ladies of her rank, and which did not 
exclude instruction in the learned languages. She could 
certainly read both Greek and Latin, but had not prose- 
cuted her studies in the writings of Grecian and Roman 
authors, with sufficient industry to give her a critical 
knowledge of them, or hardly to enable her to relish their 
more accessible beauties. French and Italian, also, es- 
pecially the latter, had occupied her attention, and she 
delighted in the pages of Dante, Petrarca, and Boccaccio. 
With the literature of her own country, she was well ac- 
quainted; but her favourite reading, consisted of tales of 
chivalry and romance, with legends of sorcery, enchanters 
and magicians. A summer's day would often be too 
short for her young imagination, when spell-bound by the 
mysteries of necromancy. She had devoured all such 
reading with so greedy an appetite, that she could recount* 
with minute accuracy, the names and properties df every 
agent of mischief, and the charms they worked with; the 
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different kinds of devils— fiery, aerial, terrestrial, watery, 
subterranean^ the (}ualities and appellations of demons^ 
the practices of Tairies — ^benign ana malignant, beautiful 
or uglyj the nocturnal visitations of ghosts; the cabalistic 
uses of a mummyi the manifold shapes, and hellish de- 
vices of witches; why they had beards; how distinguished 
from conjurers and enchanters; their control over the 
operations of nature; why the drawing of their blood de- 
stroyed their power over man; — in short, the whole se- 
crets of the supernatural and invisible world, as thev were 
believed in that age, and not questioned by herself, were 
familiar to the wonder-loving mind of Helen. 

It may easily be imagined, that with this strong predi- 
lection tor the marvellous, the indulgence of whicn had 
imparted a tone of dark and gloomy enthusiasm to her 
character, poor Helen, who loved her father as the most 
cherished object of her gentle heart, looked with dismay 
upon the enterprise in which he was now en^ged. She 
felt assured his life would be the price of his participa- 
tion in it; and though he had revealed to her no particle 
of what had occurred the preceding night, save the dea^ 
of Wilkins, yet that terrible event, added to the demo- 
niac frenzy which tormented the dying moments of Kit 
Barnes, were su£Scient to denote the existence of a fear- 
ful cause, however its quality might be concealed from 
, her. 

She had already, with as much pertinacity as a daugh- 
ter's love, held in check by duty, might warrant, urged 
her father to renounce the business; but he, who shared 
none of her superstitious fears, and who would scarcely 
admit he knew what it was to feel any other kind of fear, 
mildly, but firralv, resisted all her entreaties. His own 
heart told him wherefore she entreated; and the tremu- 
lous voice and glistening eye, with which, sometimes, he 
endeavoured to sooth away her affectionate importuni- 
ties, only deepened the pangs that accompanied them. 

She had now come, once more, to try what persuasion 
would do; and Lacy perceived, with emotions which he 
struggled to subdue, not only that she had been weeping, 
but that her spirits were saddened bj the thoughts whicn 
had taken sucn strong hold of her mmd. 

"How many widows and orphans," said she, seating 
herself calmly by her father, « ' how many more vktims are 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



118 THB nVE NIGHTS 

to be offered up to this grim devil, or ere he will have blood 
enouffh?" 

**&UBhI my child," replied Lacy, taking her hand; 
**you must not let these fancies disturb you thus." 

** Ay, they do indeed disturb me," answered Helen, . 
with a heavy sigh. " I cannot sleep for them: or if I fall 
into a perturbed slumber, they haunt me with such horrid 
visions, that even my wakins grief is repose, compared to 
them. I was too young — ^a laughing child of thoughtless 
happiness — when you were amid all the dangers of the 
fiela, to know that every hour which passed, might be the 
one that saw thee bleeding, and me without a father. But I 
can remember, how my mother used to weep, and how I 
would wonder at her tears. Alas! she, sainted shade! 
felt as I now feel, — that each moment of your life might 
have no fellow to it; and that if she but smded, while you. 
were away, she might dress a widowed face, perchance, 
in unbecoming mirtn." 

This remembrance of her mother — of a wife whom La- 
cy had tenderly loved, and whose memory was hallowed 
in his recollection of her virtues^ thrilled to his inmost 
heart. For an instant, he was unable to speak; but sub- 
duing his newly awakened sorrow, and pressing the hand 
of Helen, which he still held in his, 

"Have I not assured you," he said, " that your appre- 
hensions of danger are all chimerical, and that they are 
produced by youV fears only, which themselves spring 
from your affectionate anxiety for me?" 

"Yes, you have," mournfully responded Helen. 

** And why art thou unconvinced r" added Lacy. 

^^ Because," replied Helen, "I am a woman, I sup- 
pose; and a weak creature, withal," wiping away her 
te&rs with her handkerchief. 

"Nay, nay," said Lacy, "you shall not do yourself 
that wrong!" 

*< Well, then," rejoined Helen, "because I lack that 
breeding which hath fortified your mind. You are a sol- 
dier-^have been one — ^since you could brandish a sword: 
and your whole life has been a school, wherein death was 
your playmate, and danger your bedfellow. You have 
so long learned to live to-day, as if there were no to-mor- 
row in your calendar — so lon^ looked peril in the face, 
and looked it away, that fear is as a word only, which you 
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hear men's tongoes repeat, but which you never felt nor 
saw, except in others. I have not been so trained, alas! 
nor could be, and keep my sex." 

"Say I grant you all this," replied Lacy, *'and I 
might do so, nor play the braggart either, what should I, 
but make an argument in my own behalf, and against 
yourself?" 

" How so?" said Helen, mildly, and with hesitation, as 
if she feared to triumph, — "They are my misgivings, not 
yours, for which I am so bold to become the advocate. I 
would entreat you to look with my eyes — to yield to my 
feelings: not to belie your own." , 

"But should I not then," continued her father, "belie 
my judgment, or, rather, hood- wink it, because I would 
not Jet it lead me righl?" 

" I did not hope to prevail with you," replied Helen; 
"nor, perhaps, well considered, ought I. Wherefore 
doth time stamp wrinkles on our brow, and turn raven 
locks to snow, if it be not that, as we drift along his ever 
onward stream, we note the shoals and whirlpools that 
would wreck the gallant barks behind us, if no warning 
voice — r-" 

•* Mine," interrupted Lacy, "is not a warning voice, 
for I perceive neither the shoals nor the whirlpools. But, 
out upon theei" he continued — "Art thou the Helen La- 
cy — the daughter of old Benjamin Lacy, who never showed 
his back where he had once shown his face; and would st 
thou have me now forsake my comrades ? No, no, my girl ! 
I have not outlived some score of hot encounters in the 
angry field, to turn pale in my old age at shadows! You 
are thinking, I know, of him who died last night. But 
how then? He would have died this night in his bed, had 
he heard a death-token behind the arras. This is no au- 
gury. Besides, God will, when he will; it is the soldier's 
creed: no man goes to his grave in December, if 'tis writ- 
ten it shall be dug in May. So your smiles, wench, and 
let sorrow wait" 

Helen was silent. There were things she would have 
spoken, but she thought they became her not. A speech- 
less prayer to Heaven for her father's safety that night, 
relieved her heart, and she hoped that night would see the 
end of all her fears on his account. If not, her next hope 
waSy that from events themselves, she might derive better 
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arguments to wia her purpose. Composing her feelings, 
therefore, she strove, and not without success, to throw 
an air of serenity, and even cheerfulness, over her man- 
ner, which soon communicated itself to Lacj, who re- 
joiced in the idea that he had dispelled her apprehensions. 

The remaining interval till eight o'clock, was passed ia 
various discourse between Helen and her father. As the 
hour approached, when he expected Peverell and the rest, 
addressing her gaily, he exclaimed, *' What say you, girl? 
Will you tarry, and see my comrades ? They are all tall 
fellows, I can tell you: as valiant a little regiment as a 
man need pick, who had sharp work to go about. Aj, 
and there is one among them, observe, who might creep 
his way, perchance, into a maiden's heart, if she did not 
' allow her eyes to be purveyor to it" 

" What mean your" said Helen, smiling. 

** I mean," replied Lacy, ** that if you can dispense 
with a face, and have no particular inclination for a right 
inside to a head, he, yclept Wilfrid Overburjr, might as- 
pire to call me father." 

" I shall not fall in love with your description," an- 
swered Helen, playfully, ** that is certain: however, when 
I mean to market for a husband, he may stand his chance 
with the rest of such horned cattle; or, when I shut my 
eyes, and cry have me — for have is have, however men do 
catch — he shall start with others: but not till then, by your 
good leave." 

" Remain, and see him," said Lacy. 

*'No," replied Helen, **I am not merry, and would 
not be more sad, which the sight of — pardon me — I am 
gbne." And the tears came in spite of herself, as she 
pressed her lips to those of her father, and hurried out of 
the room. 

•* 1 cannot chide her," exclaimed Lacy to himself. "It 
was thus her mother would grieve, as often in- my youth 
and lustihood, as it was my fate to have some service of 
equal honour and peril bestowed upon me. I remember 
parting from her, when she went big with this same piece 
of rare workmanship — 'twas her last burden — to take my 
share of the French wars; and there was more wet in ray 
eyes than beseemed a soldier; but women's sorrows have 
an infectious quality in them — and that's the truth of if 

He was interrupted in this soliloquy, (and before 
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he had well brushed away some of that unsoldierly wet he 
had been talking of, which, as it seemed^ still found a 
channel to his eyes,) by the arrival of DeCiare, Peverell, 
and the rest, who came with such a punctual observance ' 
of the time, that there was scarcely five minutes between 
the entrance of the first and the last. 

^' I have been usin^ my influence, but ineffectually^ as 
you perceive," said Lacy, after they were seated, " to 
keep a fair lady here, to grace your coming with her pre- 
sence^ but she would not be persuaded. It wanted a 
younger tongue than mine; and you," he continued, ad- 
dressing himself to Mortimer, "were too tardy in pre- 
senting yourself." 

"I Know not how it is," replied Mortimer, "but I 
swear, by my manhood, I have not the art to prevail with 
ladies." 

" By your manhood^ certainly not," observed De Clare^ 
"^ut I wonder you should fail, notwithstanding, for wo- 
men are won by trifles." 

"Not always," retorted Mortimer, "else, why are you 
a bachelor?" 

" Simply because they are so won," replied De Clare. 

*' Your argument cuts its own throat," answered Mor- 
timer; " it is a sort of logical /e/o de «e." , 

" I do not see it^" said De Clare. 

"No more than you do whither your premise would 
lead you," rejoined Mortimer. y 

'*0h, yes," answered De Clare; "I perceive where 
that leads me, — to the great mortification of your little 
vanity. — ^But who is tlus dame, that has stirred up such 
dire strife betwixt me and my friend?" continued De 
Clare, tauntingly. 

"My daughter Helen," said Lacy, ** who but left me 
as you came." 

" Helen," exclaimed De Clare, "a name of bright re^ 
QO^n, — ^I proclaim myself her Trojan Paris at once, and 
thou," turning to Mortimer, " her chafed Menelaus." 

" I accept me distribution," said Mortimer, willing to 
escape from the aspick tongue of De Clare, "but will the 
lady play her part r" 

" X ou have a daughter, then?'^ observed Walwyn, ad- 
dressing Lacy, desirous of stopping ^e waspish eacoun* 
ter between De Clare and Mortimer. 

VOL. !• 11 n ] 
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'4 Yeg — one of four," replied Lacy. " Her two sisters 
have taken husbands, and ^he eldest of them has already 
given me a title to call myself grandfather. I have a son, 
too, who might have done the same office for ine first, an' 
be had taken me for his model." 

** Stays he with *fou?" inquired De Clare. 

«< No, — he is on his travels,— and was in Italy, when 
last I had letters from him." 

*' On his travels, to come home disguised," replied De. 
Clare, "with a pick-tooth in his mouth, and Venetian 
morals, stolen from a gondola, in his heart. It is the 
plague spot of the time, I know; but a son of mine should 
sit cross-legged, and walk slip-shod, ere he should taint 
the air I breathe with French oaths and Italian vices. " 

"And yet," said Vehan, **what.better fits a man to 
play his part in the world, than a just knowledge of the 
world, which, as I take it, cannot be gathered from fire- 
side pilgrimages, or book -travel ling, only." 

"And what knowledge, worth the gathering, I pray 
you," replied De Clare, ** can your boy-traveller bring 
back, who sees a wonder in every thing that is new, ana 
who pampers a child's curiosity, merely because he can- 
not feed a manly judgment, having no skill wherewith to 
prepare the meal ?" 

Vehan, who was too indolently contemplative to en- 
gage in such a controversy as he knew must grow out of 
any argument with De Clare, made no reply. 

Walwyn availed himself of the pause that followed, 
to remind Peverell, significantly, that the " sun had gone 
down," two hours ago. 

"Yes," replied Peverell, "and it is three hours, and 
more, since I received this from Fitz-Maurice." 

*« What is it?" said Lacy. 

" A letter," answered Peverell; "but as enigmatical 
and as brief, almost, as the scroll of Fortescue." 

"Read it!" exclaimed De Clare. 

Peverell did so; it was couched as follows :^ — 

^^ Eleven shall choose nine; nine shall become twelve j 
ere ten go : he that hath faith shall have it : I come not^ 
hut there shall he many me hetter when there is one. 

A silence of several minutes ensued. As was the case 
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with Fortescue's mysterious packet, this letter of Fitz- 
Maurice passed from hand to hand; it was read, and re* 
read; its several sentences separately meditated upon; 
and then, the whole together. At length Vehan spoke. 

*' I think,*' said he, " I can just pass the threshold of 
tliis mystery: I can advance one step> but all beyond, is 
dark and incomprehensible to me." 

** Enter at once, then," replied De Clare, " and when 
you have opened the door, perhaps some of us may be 
able to go a little farther." 

" * Eleven sJuUl choose nine/^ " continued Vehan, look- 
ing at the letter. *' Yes — and eleven have chosen nine — 
WE have chosen nine as the hour for going to the Abbey. 
There 1 stop." 

**And there, as I guess," said Lacy, " we shall all stop. 
For my part, I profess to have no skill in making out a 
conjuror's riddle. I have been all my life used to plain 
orders in plain English' — take that battery — cut off the 
retreat of yonder squadron — ^fight to the last, — and so on. 
These are the things I best understand." 

" So say I," exclaimed Overbury. ** Show me my 
work, and leave me to do it; but for your hopper-gallop 
witchcraft, and foggr bedevilments, it is like striking at 
an enemy in the dark — ^your blade falls every where but 
upon his carcass. " 

'* I should be vastly pleased," said Mortimer, "if any 
one can tell me why this moody gentleman, Signor Fitz- 
Maurice, talks and writes in the clouds thus. I swear I 
can make nothing out of his letter, but that he jneans to 
keep away from us to-night; ^ I come not.'^ that is plain 
enough." 

** Yes," observed Peverell, thoughtfully, " that is clear 
enough." 

" It is all as it should be," interf)osed Owen Rees/ — 
<^ all as it should be, mark you. Fitz-Maurice is not as 
one of us, do ^ou note; he can work by charms, and 
spells, and conjurations. Did he not tell us so, I pray 
you? And, moreover, he hath killed magicians, and seen 
necromancers, and kept company with — I mind not his 
name just now — ^but that matters not — I mean that good 
old gentleman, who taught him magics by the side^ of 
purling streams at midnight, while they were counting 
the stars; and, farther, he speaks of things to come, like 
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a wizard. And is a inan who can do all these things, to 
talk like one of the million, as if he could only eat, drink, 
and sleep-^rink, sleep and eatP No, I warrant you — it 
is out 01 all reasonable calculations to say so." 

"You are right," said De Clare: "a lion does not 
mew like a cat — nor your noble do^ bark like a mongrel. 
Every thing in nature proclaims its particular quality, by 
organs special to itself. The sun shines not like the 
moon, nor the moon as the stars — ^the thunder speaks not 
with the soft voice of the west wind — nor does the rough 
^vinter court us like the spring— then why, as thou sayest 
truly, should a demi-god profane his tongue with the 
words of a costermonger ? But to the busmess;— I see 
nothing in this letter that concerns us to fathom now. 
We have it here, that we shall not have Fitz-Maurice to- 
night. What he meant should be understood is unambi- 
gyous^ what he meant otherwise, he hath skill enough — 
or I have grossly misconstrued him — ^to conceal. Let us 
then to the Abbey, for the hour wears fast upon nine» and 
watch for our signs when the chimes go." 

To this suggestion of De Clare's, au immediate assent 
was given, and, in a few minutes, they were once more 
at tlie doors, which Peverell opened, and they entered. 



CHAPTER XH. 



The preparations made by the mayor for their recep- 
tion were tne same as those of the preceding nigiit, and 
the first thing that emphatically recalled to their recollec- 
tion the events of that night, when they had seated them- 
selves, was the vacant chair of poor Wilkins. It had 
not been removed, and no one now occupied it. It was 
in the same place, too; and this simple circumstance 
caused a mournful silence to prevail for some minutes. 

**I read your thoughts," said Walwyn^t length;— 
^'but we must not yield to such reflectionqP 

"Poor fellow!" ejaculated Clayton, who sat next to 
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the now eidptj chair, ^^it is impossible not to remember 
the good-natured being who last night amused us with his 
merry tale, and who now lies festering in his shroud. 
Heigho! It is very natural to have such thoughts." 

*'Ay, it is natural," said De Clare. "But what is 
the whole teaching of life, from the cradle to the grave^ 
but one continued lesson, how to wrench these natural 
yearnings of the heart from their hold upon it? We are 
creatures of the present only 1 The past is a mighty ocean, 
whose waves close upon our track, and efface all vestige 
of it I while the future lies before us, a shoreless sea of 
shadows, which we pass through from hour to hour, each 
hour converting them into that present which is eternal, 
and still there is hereafter, stretching its vast obscure be- 
yond." 

"Prithee, now," exclaimed Mortimer, "do not give 
us a homily, when a cup of wine would be so much more 
suitable to our condition. Let us use the present you 
talk of, like a welcome friend, turn our backs upon the 
past, and as to the future, let the world slide, say I." 

Mortimer was like a moth, playing round a taper. He 
could not keep from going so near to the flame of De 
Clare's caustic humour, as to singe his wings now and 
then: and this last sally would probably have cost him a 
terrible scorching, (for De Clare curled his lip and ktiitr 
ted his brow, as he was wont to do, when preparing to 
shoot forth one of his most envenomed invectives,) bat at 
that moment the clock struck nine. 

"Hark !" exclaimed Lacy-^*' the chimes are gqing." 

They were all silent, and listened in breathless sus- 
pense, to the Sonorous peal. Ever^ eye was strained in 
different directions, expecting, each instant, to behold the 
promised si^ns. The chimes ceased. No sound was 
neard; no visible token followed. Still they spoke not; 
and so profound was the silence, that they coulcl hear the 
heavy swing of the iron pendulum, as it vibrated to and 
fro. They sat thus for nearly ten minutes, and then 
Wilfrid Overbury spoke. 

"The fiend has juggled with us," said he, "and we 
are his fools. Signs! The best sign we shall see to-night, 
is this, I trow;" and he filled out a brimming cup of 
wine. 

"I begin to think," observed De Clare, "that what- 
11* 
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ever meaning may be veiled beneatb the wotds of For- 
tescue's scroll, 

•* * When the chimes g^ nine,. 
Then look for the sign.' 

we have not discovered, it: the chimes have gone, but we 
are unvisited by the sign." 

"Perchance,'' remarked Vehan, ♦'^Walwjn was right, 
and the sign, if any, manifested itself on the outside of 
the Abbey." 

" Tut 1" exclaimed De Glares *^are we to conclude 
that we are thus played with — ^that, being here — ^I care 
not, whether within the walls or without the walls—a 
mere device — a tricksey quibble, is to send us back agsun, 
the sport of inventive malice?" . 

" By my soul, I believe it not," said reverell, warm- 
ly. "I am as little the slave of fancy or of fear, I guess, 
as any man around this boards but if you w^e all to de- 
clare, with one voice, here is deceit, singly, I would say 
|io! And singly I would refrain to verify, or otherwise, 
my strong persuasion." 

"You speak like a man of observation, and a man of 
sense, mark you," replied Owen Rees, addressing Pe- 
verell. " We have seen, and heard, and witnessed, and 
been told, too much already, not to know that we have 
roasicians, and enchanters, and conjurers, to deal with; 
and when, I pray you, have such black sq^uires been plain, 
and intelligible, and sun-like in their domgs? Will you 
tell me that?" 

"Sun-like, or hell-like," vociferated Overbury, "His 

Flain we are juggled. If m^ throat is to be cut, what am 
&e better, whether the knife is drawn across it at noon 
or midnight?" 

" I should think. Mister Overbury," said Rees, with, 
an air'as cool as that which plays about his native moun- 
tains, " I should think, Mister Overbury, that you know 
the difference." 

"How!" exclaimed Overbury. 

**0h, notlnng — nothing at all, mark ywi," replied 
Owen, not caring to make a quarrel of it Just then; "but 
the hangman is often cheated, you know, of his due." 

Overbury scowled at Owen Rees, while tlie latter mere- 
ly nodded at him, as if he would say, " Yon may under- 
stand me, and I hope you do*" 
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**One thing is beyond denial,'' observed Walwyn, 
** that the chimes have gone nine, and that we have seen 
no sign. Now, the qne^tion is, shall we \yatch longer ?" 
• *'Ay," replied Peverell. '*Be not too hastily con- 
vinced: remember the letter I bear about me — remember 
how the hours are there mingled, but all included, from 
nine to toc/ve-^wait the last. 

" Well, then, be it so," said De Clare; "here we abide 
till the twelfth hour; but let us devise some mode of for- 
getting how the minutes go. A doleful ballad, or a mirth- 
nil tale, or any thing that may steal away our thoughts, 
would do. My lungs are not clear to-night, or I would 
sing you, in excellent tune and just measure, the choice 
ditty of * King Co[}hetua and the Beggar Maid.' " 

"I lik^ the notion well," replied Hoskyns, who had 
taken the same seat as on the preceding night; "and, by 
virtue of mine authority, I call upon you, first of all, to' 
pledge me round in a cup of wine, and then^Yehan shall 
sing or say." 

*'I am obedient to your first command," said Vehan; 
" but for your second, I have no skill, either in voice or 
words." * 

"We do not covet your skill," answered De Clare; 
"but your words or your voice, or, rather, both — for your 
voice without words, would be as bad as a knavish echo; 
and your words without voice, no better than a sexton's 
epitaph." 

"Nay, an' thou wilt take no denial," said Vehan, 
" have with you, if ray memory betray me not. When I 
was at the University, being prone to solitude and study, 
I sometimes blotted paper with my thoughts,^ when other 
students of m v age, in their hours of leisure, betook them 
to hawking, nshmg, or the sports of the field. About 
that time, there occurred a tragical event in a aear county, 
which I, having the poetical vein upon me, did throw into 
* metre, and this (for naught else can I do) I will repeat,, 
if, as Ihave already said, my memory betray me not." 

" A sorrowful lamentl" exclaimed De Clare, "well 
suited to the occasion and the time^ Pronounce — and let 
it be witl) discreet emphasis. Mar not thine own progeny, 
like an unnatural parent. Come, begin." 

"It will not hold you long,'* replied Vehan, "and, 
what is better, you-will do me a kind ^service the sooner 
you cry, enough!" Dig zed by Google 
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"Begin, begin,*' said De Clare, "or your prologue 
will tire us, ere the play commence. " 

Yehan, after a moment's pause, delivered, with much 
energy, and with a full, melodious voice, what follows: * 



ALIC£ GRAY. 

I. 

In cloud and tempest closM the day, 
In stormy wrath it pass'd away; 
Bequeathing, in its sullen flight. 
New horrors to the coming night. 
The night came on, the wind was loud, 
The heavens were wrapt in funeral shroud. 
So dark, her swarthy diadem 
Was brightened by no starry gem : 
No ray the pale, cold moon shed forth 
To light the traveller on his path. 
Or guide him where his lovM abode, 
The pole-star of his wishes, stood. 

n. 

In such a night, so dread, so drear. 
What heart so stout that owns not fear 1 
In such a night, sublimely grand. 
Who sees not the Almighty hand ! 
Pale superstition kneels and prays, 
Amid the sheeted lightning^s blaze ; 
While bed-rid age, in silent dread, 
And weeping youth, with shrouded head. 
Wrapt in unearthly terrors lie, 
In horror's nameless ecstacy I 

m. 

Save man, what livin? thing then bore. 
The blinding flash — the deafening roarl 
The wind storm howling in its course, 
The mountam torrent's thundering force— * 
Ocean, upheaving flrom its bed, 
Its silver foam, now fiery red ; ^ , 
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Tinned by the momeDtary jrlare 
Of liffhtniDgs in the lurid air : 
The deluge, rushing down amain 
As it would "flood the world again — 
And whelm creation in its wave, 
Nature's eteme and boundless grave J 

rv. 

Nor yet to man it ere was given. 

When thunders shake the cope of heav'n^ • 

When billows roar, and mountain's rock. 

And eartli, unbalanced, feels the shock, 

Her frame in wild commotion hurPd, 

The shadow of a closing world, 

To mark, unmov'd, the mighty fray. 

Nor pause to think— nor brad to pray ! 

Yes ! tho' his spirit walk abroad. 

And proudly own th' omnific word. 

His chastened terror still reveals^ 

The pious ecstacy he feels, 

And while, in phreney so sublime 

His soul outstrips the bounds of time,. 

He lists the elemental war, 

With mingled throb of joy and awe ! 

V. 

Such was the mVbt, when Alice Gray, 
^ Her beads all told at shut of day. 
Her wicket clos'd, her window barr'd, 
Her poverty her safest guard. 
Heard, as she press'd her humble bed, 
A noise might wake the sleeping dead. 
Rude shouts assail her startled ear. 
Distant at first, but now more near. 
And then, her name is roar'd aloud. 
As if pronounced by numerous crowd ; 
So her bewildered mind conceives — 
And fancy willingly believes 
The tale that frantic terror weavea 
She does not djream, for she has tried 
Each weary hour, from side to side, 
(Tossing in restlessness of pain) 
One moment sweet, of sleep to gain; 
But sleep, afl[righted, fled her eyes, 
Scar'd by the tempest of the skies. 
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VL 

Hark ! that clamorous yell without ! 
They knock — ^they call — she cannot doubt '. 
'* Who knocks so loud this dreadful night? 
What boisterous cries mine ears affiright? 
What tramp of steeds beside my door 1 
Away ! — disturb my rest no more !" 
In cadence hoarse, a voice replies, ^ 
" A light ! a light! arise ! arise ! > 
In travail pangs a lady lies, } 

And thou must speed with us to aid, 
And show the mystery of thy trade." 
. " No lady's travail pangs I heed — 
No guerdon in my utmost need 
Should tempt me forth; the storm is loud. 
And on my taper hangs a shroud 
Foreboding death, or direftil spell — 
Horseman ! away !" " Thou hag of hell ! 
Thou palsied crone, — thou wrinkled patch ! 
Unbar tliy door, uplift thy latch. 
Or, such a thundering stroke shall fall* 
On wicket, lattice, and on wall, 
That4)reach full wide shall soon be split, 
Horsemen and horses to admit l" 

VII. 

The thunder roll'd—the lightning flaah'd— 
The winds were loud — the voices hush'd — 
Awhile Dame' Alice thoughtful lay. 
Afraid to move— afraid to pray ; 
While, to bewildered &ncy's view. 
Her twinkling light bum'd dim aiiil blue. 
And from without, on blasted oak, 
She heard a boding ra^n croak. 
Portentous omen, dire and dread ! 
The colour from her pale cheek flfid ! 
Chatter'd her teeth — ^her body shook, 
As one by shivering palsy strook ! 
Her pulse beat high-— her heart was low. 
Unbidden te«:s began to flow, 
And beads of3weat, in piteous chase 
Roll'd swiftly down her aged face. 
Her withered hand across her breast. 
Herself from evil sprite she bless'd. 
Making that holy. Christian sign, 
Emblem of blessedness divine, 
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Devoutly deem'd a potent spell 
0*er goblin, witch, and imp of hell. 

vin. 

A second summons from without, 

A fierce, a loud, and lengthened shout, 

A furious din, a sudden shock, 

That walls, and room, and windows rock, 

A deafening crash — a volleyed roar. 

Proclaim the deed — proclaim it o'er ! 

Another moment passM, and then 

Alice beholds four armed men. 

Her bed beside. Awhile they stood. 

Bandying their wit in jesting mood ; 

With sneering scoff, they mourn'd her plight, 

And own'd, "it was a wretched night 

To take a lady from her rest; 

They pardon crav*d : a high behest 

Compeird tliem, and they could not choose. 

Ungentle acts like these to use 

Beseem'd not with their calling high. 

For they were knights of chivalry ! 

They pray'd she would not judge them wrong 

From any license of their tongue. 

Gentle and gallant youths they'd prove. 

No foes to blandishment and love." 

Thus, in alternate mock and jeer. 

Reckless, or joying in her fear. 

Each tried with brutal raillery. 

To aggravate her misery. 

But Alice heeded not their suit — 

Her eye was fix'd, her tongue was mute ; 

She look'd, and yet she naught observed. 

She listened, and yet nothing heard ; 

For fled was that directing power. 

Which culls from every vaiying hour. 

The fleeting essence of our thought — 

So strong the terror of the moment wrought 

IX. 

And now another mode they try 

To rouse her from her lethargy. 

They rudely hail her by her name ; 

Their errand briefly they proclaim. 

They bid her "rise, and clothe her straight, 

And haste with them, ere yet too late, 
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Where cbild-bed lady budly means, 
And bitterly for sin atones.*' 
Alice with wonder wildly mute 
Reck'd not their loud and clam'rous suit; 
Silent she lay with hands uplift, 
Like one awaiting solemn shrift ; 
Ready to bid the world fiirewell. 
When ffhoetly priest had rung her knell ! 
So blank, so pale, so wo-begone, 
Looks felon who has murder done, 
And hears in every passing gale, 
A dreadful voice proclaim his tale; 
And so looks he — unhallow'd wretch. 
Whose ruffian hand has darM to touch 
The orphan's store — ^the widow's mite. 
When sleepless, or in sleep's despite, 
The victims of his treachery stand — 
A mournful and accusing band 
Around his bed, and rouse his eoul. 
To pangs beyond the mind's con^L 

But one, the leader of the crew. 

Had aspect fierce, and wild to view; 

With threatening brow, and shaggy beard. 

An eye that never danger fear'd ; 

On whose swart features, rude and dask, 

Each passion fell had set its mark ; . 

While every gesture, tone and look, 

A bleak and savage mind bespoke. 

GoRBUc his name: ask you his life 1 

'Twas a sad and wretched strife 

With want and wo, with blood and giiilt — 

(Much blood for villains' hire he'd spilt) 

With gloomy and repentant mood. 

As each, by turns his heart subdued ; 

For now, in frantic vice he's proud. 

In madness bold, in fury loud ; 

And now, in anguish, melts to tears, 

The wretched victim of his fears! 

Ah ! who that ever felt the bliss, 

The more than mortal blessedness. 

Of virtuous deed, of virtuous thought, 

Prom heavenly contemplation caugh^ 

The peace of soul, serene and cahn. 

For every wo, a precious balm, 
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The proud contentment of the mind, 
In peril, and in pang resigned, 
The dauntless mien, the fearless breast, 
Of innocence the sign and testj 
Would madly change the fervent glow, 
For aught that guilt can e'er bestow 7 
For stealthy pace, that fears the wind-^ 
Looking in terror still behind ; 
For throbbing pulse, and aching heart, 
Remorse's pang, and sin's keen dart ; 
For eye, that scowls with sullen air, 
For mind distraught with fell despairj 
For feelings harrow'd up with dread — • 
For death — 'the wretch is never dead I 

"You wrote in a prophetic mood," here interrupted 
De Clare, (looking at Overburj, whose darkening coun- 
tenance, and restless manner, showed that he was much 
moved.) " Had you then, ever seen a catiff, whose * as- 
pect fierce,' 'shaggy beard,' ' swart features,' and * bleak 
and savage mind,' bespoke one who ^ much blood for vil- 
lain's hire had spilt?' " 

*'I warrant not," said Rees, (who, like the rest, had 
almost instinctively fixed his eyes upon Overburj, while 
Vehan was giving the character of Gorbuc,) ** I warrant 
not — 'tis the poet's art, mark you, to invest the passions 
of our nature, wiiether good or bad, with such general re- 
semblances, that wherever they are found to exist, they 
are at once known by their similitudes. You and I," he 
continued, addressing De Clare, **nor, indeed, any round 
this board that I wot of, feel not our stomachs uneasy, 
because Alice Gray, in her dismal terror, looked like the 

" * Unhallow'd wretch 
Whose ruffian hand had dared to touch 
The orphan's store, the widow's mite, — 

when 

** * The victims of his treachery stand, 
A mournful and accusing, band. 
Around his bed, and rouse his soul 
To pangs beyond the mind's control!' " 

'*You have a trim memory, I think/' said Overbury, 
sullenly. oigtzedbyGooQle 
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*' Yes," replied, Owen, "I can recollect when I will — 
and more than a cup of brisk wine washes away." ' 

*' You should not sleep upon your recollections, then," 
rejoined Overbury, fiercely, comprehending the Welch- 
man's allusion; ** for in the mornmg you foi^et again." 

*' I shall not sleep upon it," said Rees, quietly. *' But 
enough; Master Vehan is impatient to proceed, and we 
stay him with this babble." 

" I am ready, but not impatient," replied Vehan, ** for 
it irks me; yet I am assuredly ready, if it irk not you 
also." 

**We will flatter you anon," said De Clare, "and 
swear how delighted we have been, when you have done. 
Proceed, therefore." 

Vehan continued: — 

XI. 

Gorbue, this spotted man of blood, 
Beside Dame Alice's pallet stood. 
He, whom nor fear, nor pity touch'd, 
With giant grasp her shoulder clutch'd 
Shook the scar'd beldam from her trance, 
And (while she eyed his form askance) 
Roar'd fiercely in her startled ear 
"Array thee in thy wonted gear. 
And mount upon my nimble steed. 
Thou*d best obey — ^I thee areed ! 
For peerless lady of this land 
Needs aid from thy experienced hand." 

xn. 

Alice, sage matron, skill'd in all 
That can to travail pangs befall, ' 

Who knew each herb, its wondrous power 
To sooth the anguish of that hour : 
And could with prudent lore foretell. 
If all that happ'd, would happen well, 
Whose practis'd hand might well assist 
Nature's own eflfocts, when she list. 
Was sought with eaffer prayer by all, 
From humble cot, toT)anner'd hall. 
For she, beside, had power to trace. 
In new bom infiint's thoughtless filce^ 
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What weal or wo might it await 

In this world's mix'd and jarring state. 

The eye, the nose, the lip, the chin, 

Sure tokens all, of grace or sin, 

Portending honour, wealth and fame, 

Or sorrow, penury and sharae ! 

She, in each feature, too, could find 

The mother's look — the father's mind, 

Just as the crone with wily thought, 

Forejudg'd her omens would be bought 

Nor did she lack that highest worth, 

In those who tend on human birth, 

To sooth the hour of anxious pain. 

With ribald jest, and wanton strain; 

To cheat the sufferer of a throe. 

Or deck with smiles the face of wo. 

By telling some lascivious joke. 

By prurient madam loosely spoke — 

Or some ambiguous word or deed 

By simple maiden done or said. 

Which learned wives would turn, the while. 

To purpose naught, and meaning vile. 

BUwe arts! which prudent nurse or leech, 

Must learn, must practise, and must teach! 

XHL 

Alice, who heard the stem behest 

Which ruthless Grorbuc had addressedy 

Now play'd a well-dissembled part, — 

(No affe robs woman of that ^rt!) — 

Feign'd look of joy, and cheerful smile 

The gloomy ruffian to beguile. 

And, troth to say, her panic now 

Was much diminished, I trow ; 

For one amcmg the lawless four 

She knew to be the young Fitz-More> 

Son of old More, 'yclept the tall. 

And serving man in neighbouring halL 

At sight of him she grew more bold : 

** And welV quoth she, "I'm poor and old, 

But what of good I can perform 

God's will ni do, in spite of storm, 

Or pitch-dark night, or pelting rain, 

Or worse, my old rheumatic pam. 

As Heaven shall judge, I knew ye not — 

Or I had come at first, God wot ! 
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But in this lonesome, drear abode, 
Full two good miles from any road. 
How could I tell but robber train, 
Might strive an entrance here to gain 1 
And yet, alas ! an' if they came, 
They'd find me old, and poor, and lame, 
Nothing to tempt them ! — though in truth, 
In wrinkled age or blooming youth. 
Our helpless sex is never safe, 
From man, whom lust and lechery chafe." 

XIV. 

Impatient ffesture Gorbuc show'd. 

With mirth the other faces glow'd. 

To hear the mumbling, wither'd dame. 

Talk of her fears from amorous flame. 

But she who saw in Gorbuc's eye, 

A wrathful glare that might defy 

A heav'n-fraught pencil to express 

In all its fearful sullenness. 

With terror from her bed up-sprung. 

Though still, she could not stop her tongue. 

No wonder that What art can teach 

To woman modesty of speech 1 

What wight, so lucky, ever caught 

A woman silent when she oUght? 

Alice, with waflure of her hand. 

Now sought to tell the gazing tind 

How female decency forbade 

Before their eyes herself to clad: 

She will'd them turn their backs awhile ; 

At which e'en Gorbuc deign'd to smile ; 

But still, obedient, wheel'd him round. 

And, with his comrades pac'd the ground. 

The ancient prude then left her hed, 

Drew on her hose, and coiflfd her heiEid, 

And whilst her other parts she dress'd, 

Her various feelings thus express'd ; 

XV. 

" Rare doings these ! ah, well-a-day ! 
Thus some must work, and some can play. 
It was not always thus, I wot, 
When Alice liv'd in green-wood cot, 
And husband had — a yeoman stout. 
Whose arm would try a lusty bout 
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With any mate that dar'd to show 
Slight to his wife — ^good wife, I trow ! 
But he beneath the sod is laid, 
Or it had ne'er for shame been said 
That Alice Gray was rous'd from bed 
By those who ibre'd her humble shed. 
Ah! gentle Wat I thou'rt in thy grave, 
And little dream'st that any brave 
Hath quaird thy widow'd spouse's heart — 
'Twould almost make thy spectre start 
Forth from the earth. And sure, in night 
Like this, thy angry spirit might 
Wake from its slumbers in the tomb: 
I almost think it in the room ! 
But Heaven forefend ! Alice is bold. 
Though poor, and lame, and very old, 
She has a conscience pure and clear—" 
A look from Gofbuc rousM her fear — 
Of spotless breast he could not brook to hear. 

XVI. 

By this, the dame had donn'd her clothes. 
And from the bed-side up she rose. 
Seeking her cloak of stout gray eloth,. 
To shield her from the tempest's wrath. 
And eke her hat,, and polish'd cane. 
That might her feeble steps sustain- 
But now a fearful rite began,. 
And Alice's heart^blood coldly ran, 
As Gorbuc o'er her visage drew 
A sable veil, that hid from view 
Whither she went, or how convey'd : 
Yet she, subdued, no struggle made — 
Nor spoke — ^nor mov'd— kit darkling stood. 
Pondering her fate m anxious mood* 
A silent tear, a silent prayer. 
The anguish of her mind declare; 
And as the horsemen led her forth. 
She deem'd her doom the doom of death.. 
With sinewy arm around her waist, 
Gorbuc upon his courser plac'd 
The hood-wink'd dame» biddinff het grasp 
His giant trunk, and hold him fast. 
Lest, as the steed like lightning sped, 
ShQ found some stream or ditch her bed, 
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XVII. 



The meteor, streaming through the sky^- 

The sightless winds, that howling fly — 

The living light that darts on earth-^ 

Quick as the mind to thought gives hirth-^ 

The arrow, hissing in its course — 

The deathful ball's resistless force, — 

Might all seem emblems of that speed 

To which stern Gorbuc urg'd his steed ; 

While, close behind, the horsemen ride. 

Spurring each courser's galled side. 

Through vale, through flood, o'er hill, o'er plain, 

They rusb^they plunge-^they dash — they strain. 

Awed by no peril that may threat. 

As if above, or chance, or &te, 

For still the angry storm was loud. 

And still careering lightnings plough'd. 

The dun and starless brow of heaven — 

As Chaos once again had striven 

Creation's bland and beauteous frame. 

To make a wreck without a name ; 

And still the rattling thunders peal'd 

Along the empyrean field, 

While mingling torrents intervene. 

To close the luSror of the scene ! 

Ah, me ! poor Alice, silent now. 

To every saint put up a vow, 

Breathing her mental prayers as &st 

As if each moment were her last : 

And clung to Gorbuc's ample vest. 

Obedient to his sage behest 

To disobey, had been, perforce, 

Th' unskilful rider to unhorse; 

For ne'er before had she display'd — 

As wife, as widow, or as maid — 

Her bold dexterity and grace. 

In riding such a furious race. 

Most gladly, too, would she dispense 

With her unwish'd-for eminence. 

But that she deemed her guide the devil. 

And held it wisdom to be civil ! 



XVIIL 

At length--* 
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Vehan was here interrupted by a long-drawn snore, 
which responded throughout the Abbey like the last bray 
of an ass, just before he begins to shut his mouth and drop 
his ears. It was from the dilapidated nose of Overbury, 
and hence, probably, (issuing trom two such nasal frag- 
ments as his nostrils were,) its remarkable quality. He 
was in a sound sleep; but what surprised Vehan infinitely 
more was, that, upon looking round, he discovered they 
were all in the same situation. He had not observed them 
before; for, while endeavouring to recall the words of the 
poem, he had kept his eyes either half-closed, or directed 
towards the opposite wall, in order that his attention 
might not be distracted. 

It would have been impossible to select a man better 
adapted than Vehan for receiving a slight like this. His 
indolent nature was too glad of a release, upon any terms, 
from the labour he had undertaken, to quarrel with the 
one now offered. He had none of the vanity of an au- 
thor to be wounded, nor any of that sensitive self-esteem, 
which kindles into offence at the shadow only of a disre- 
spect. He was a being so entirely wrapped in his own 
contemplations, and deriving so very a nothing from the 
rest of nis fellow-creatures, that, had he been bidden to a 
feast, and, on his arrival, found his inviter abroad, at a 
neighbour's banquet, he would have turned quietly upon 
hislieel, gone musing home again, and dined off*a broiled 
capon from his own kitchen, without once reflecting why 
he ate alone that day. 

When, therefore, he now looked round upon his slum- 
bering friend^, reposing themselves in all the various atti- 
tudes of a brief,* si tting-up sleep, some with their heads 
resting on their hands, some thrown back in their chairs, 
some dropped forwards upon the table, and Overbury, 
exactly opposite, spread out like an over-fed boar, which 
had tumbled on its back into a ditch, while, ever and 
anon, the walls echoed with his snoring, he merely folded 
his arms, and followed his imagination to his own world 
of thickly peopled fancies. Insensibly, however, his 
dreamy thoughts grew more and more indistinct, till at 
last thev entirely vanished, and he himself sank into sleep, 
just as he was entering, in idea, a visionary myrtle grove, 
and listening to the soft melancholy strain of the nights 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

Peverell was the first who awoke. He felt, (or fan- 
cied he felt,) a cold, icj hand clasped in his| and heard, 
(or fancied he heard,) a low, gentle voice, breathing in 
his ear the words of Fitz-Mau rice's letter; "nine shall 
become twelve ere ten go;" and then, exclaiming in a 
louder tone, *' Depart!" 

He started from his slumber. At that moment the Ab- 
bey bell went twelve, which roused them all. 

** "Rare doings these — ah, well-a-day. 

Thus some must work and some can play,' " 

exclaimied De Clare — *'go on, go on — what does she say 
next?" 

"Rare doings!" said Mortimer; "I think they are 
rare doings, indeed! By my veracity, thou hast been 
asleep. Why, Alice had got out of bed and dressed her- 
self. 

** *By this, the dame had donn'd her clothes.* 

Proceed — an excellent ballad, by mv faith; I am despe- 
rate in my curiosity to know what followed." 

** By your leave," observed Owen Rees, "yow have 
been asleep, mark you. The poor old creature had set 
out on horseback behind Gorbuc, holding him fast, 

*« *Lest, as the steei^ like lightning- sped, 
She found some stream or ditch her bed.' " 

** Ha! ha!" roared Qverbury, ** I am the only true man 
among you. May I never walk the deck of my pinnace 
again, or smell salt water j if I did not count ye alU like 
so many carrion sheep dead of the rot, while Vehan was 
thus gomg on,-^* The meteor — the living light— ^uick as 
the mind — like old ehaos^ — ^making a wreck without a 
name — ' And there h» left ofif, just now, as the clock 
struck ten, and I was waiting to near the name of the 
ship that was wrecked." 

**See,." observed mine host, in a half whisper to Ye-^ 
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han, ^' how a man may be mistaken ! It is not a minute 
since, that I filled this cup with Canary, and drank it off, 
while you were telling of 

" <Some lascivious joke, 
By prurient madani, loosely spoke.' " 

and I have been cudgelling my brains to think what the 
joke was." 

*'This is excellent!" observed De Clare. **What 
8ay you, Vehan?" 

*'That you have cdl been asleep," he replied. "But 
at what particular moment each closed his eyes, I know 
notj for it was not till the nose of the worthy gentleman 
opposite, sent forth a sound which might have been heard 
at Dunstable, that I was aware I had so desired an audi- 
ence. He did me a kind office, I assure you, for I was 
weary, and I thank him for it You know my humour," 
he continued. "I forthwith resigned myselt to medita- 
tion, and did not mean, at any rate, to disturb you till I 
heard the eleventh hour strike. " 

**This is a strange affair," said Walwyn, **it seems 
we have all been asleep, and yet, for mine own part, I 
can most truly affirm I recollect neither going to sleep 
nor waking." 

*' As little do I," observed Hoskyns; "and were it not 
that the fact must be so, from what appears, I should be 
ready to swear that / have never once closed my eyes, no, 
nor my ears, for — and pray indulge me thus far — I ask Ve- 
han, upon the faith of a gentleman, to declare whether he 
had got farther than the ghost of Alice Gray's husband 
coming into the room and addressing Gorbuc?" 

'*I certainly had not," said Vehan, smilin^,— 

'* There," interrupted Hoskynsj "now tell me again, 
an' you have the face to do so, that I am such a moon- 
calf as not to know when I have been asleep." 

**I certainly had not," repeated Vehan, "gone far- 
ther than the ghost you speak of; and as certainly, not so 
far, for there was no ghost; but most certainly much far- 
ther than the description of Alice's half expectation that 
the spectre of her husband might * wake from its slum- 
bers m the tomb.' " 

The countenance of Hoskyns fell, as he listened to this 
sentence of conviction from trie lips of Vehan, and he ex- 
claimed, "Well! after this, I'll believe a. man may go to 



142 THE FIVE NIGHTS 

bed, and get up the next morning with a headach, for 
want of lying down all night" 

Peverell had been silent and thoughtful during the 
whole of this conversation. He, like the rest, could have 
declared his own unconsciousness of sleep; but, unlike 
the rest, as it appeared, he had been awakened bj some 
mysterious agency. The icy hand, and breathing voice, 
were realities to his mind, which he doubted, as little, as 
that the body of Wilkins had been changed from the 
position in which they left it, but which he was also as 
little able to explain. Like that occurrence, however, 
he determined that the present one should remain for a 
season at least, a secret within his own bosom. 

''That we have not been watchers to-night," said he, 
"admits of no dispute; but I cannot allow you to es- 
cape," he continued, addressing Vehan. "You, forsooth, 
did not mean to disturb us till the eleventh hour — ^you, 
who were buried in your own waking thoughts. It so 
chances, liowever, that the last hour which struck was 
twelve." 

'* Twelve I" exclaimed Lacy. 

"Ay, even so," replied Peverell: "for I, who had 
been no more a watcher than yourselves, awoke but a 
minute before the clock went, and counted the hours." 

** This is raore strange still," observed De Clare. " To 
have slept at all, when we consider the cause of our 
coming nither, may well surprise us; but to have slept 
so long, and slept unconsciously, betoken other influ- 
ences, almost,, than those of nature merely." 

"There is one," said Overbury, pointing to Clayton, 
<' who has outslept us all, by half an hour. You had bet- 
ter rouse him," h& continued, addressing himself to Mor- 
timer, who sat by his side, "and let us see whether he, 
too, when he opens his eyes, will swear they have not 
been shut." 

Clayton was leaning back in his chair, with his hands 
dropped upon his lap, and looked like a man who had 
fallen into a 6weet sleep, after much fatigue; a sleep 
which you would have sworn must refresh his wearied 
spirit Mortimer gently shook him. 

"Oh, leave him alone," said Peverell; "he'll wake 
anon; and I am sure if he had his choice, it would be to 
$leep till we are prepared to go." 

"And arc we not prepared?" asked Walw^gl^ 
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"Itt truth," observed De Clare, "this is a most lame 
conclusion, to a beginning of far different promise. We 
were to have signs. Where are they? We more than 
hoped that the riddle of Fitz-Maurice's letter would here 
be expounded, in part, or in whole. It is not! What 
have^ we done? Betook ourselves to this place like geese, 
and gone to sleep like the hedgehog. Then comes twelve, 
and» like midnignt roysterers, we steal home to our beds, 
to be laughed at immoderately to-morrow, by all the sim- 
ple townsmen of the place. However, e'en let us depart 
The shortest follies a man commits are ever the best; and 
each minute we now stay will only make ours the longer.'^ 
** How different from last night!" exclaimed Lacy. 
** Yes; last night," replied De Clare, " was a trial for 
men, but this has been a bauble for children. Wake that 
sleeping man, and let us hence." 

" And do you not," said Peverell, "read in last night's 
page, something that should make you willing to turn over 
another leaf?" 

*» We have done so," answered De Clare, "and what 
have we found? Nothing! except, indeed, the choice bal- 
lad of Vehan," he continued, laughing, "which we had 
not the courtesy to hear to its conclusion. " 

" What," replied Peverell, "was your own sentiment 
but now? To have slept so long, and slept unconsci6uslyy 
betoken other influences^ almost, than those of nature mere- 
ly. Have you forgotten?" 

• **No, I have not forgotten," said De Clare; "but 
wherefore have these things been? To make us, as it 
would seem, the fools of our senses last night, and of our 
too credulous fancies, this." 

"Ha! ha!" exclaimed Overbury, "said I not so, three 
hours since? Said I not .we were juggled, when the 
chimes went nine? Said I not, this, holding up a cup of 
wine as I now do, and drinking it off, as I mean to do, 
was the best sign we should see to-j^ht? Ah !" he con- 
tinued, smacking his lips, " fill n|j^%ith such liquor as 
this, and a fig for the devil ! for |j^ devil a fig care I." 

The words of Overbury were^peated, but in the fol- 
lowing form, by a voice whicb seemed to proceed from 
4>ne sitting at the table: — 

*< Oive me liquor like thi*— 
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And a fig for the deril, 
A fig for the devil. 
For the devil a fig care I." 

" Why, how now?'' said Overburj. "You have made 
a song of me. Bravo! sing it again, if jou please, Mas- 
ter Hoskjns." 

*'I sung not," said Hoskynsj "it was yourself, or 
mine host here." 

"I protest!" exclaimed John Wintour, "Ineveropen- 
ed my lips: besides, I have no note in my voice." 

" I sing!" roared forth Overbury. " When the winds 
blow from the four quarters at once, and the waves lash 
themselves into bellowing, call that a lullaby, an' you 
catch a song out of my throat But it was delicately 
sung, and I could cry to hear it again." 

Again the words were repeated! Overbury stared. 
He looked at every one, to see if he could discover the 
minstrel. 

"Someone here," quoth he, when it ceased, "hath 
gotten a mouth in his belly. I heard such a monster 
once, when I was a captive in Algiers — he would talk 
with himself — that is, his other self — out o' the window, 
and sometimes down in the cellar, or in the garden; there 
were two voices, and one man; he was our captain, our 
task master, and would threaten us with the bastinado in 
his natural voice, and laugh, while he had it, with that in 
his belly. But I never heard the like since till now." 

"Be still," said De Clare. 

"Ay, marry," replied Overbury; "but I see how it 
is: yonder is double throat, as we used to call Selim," 
he continued, pointing to Clayton, "who mocks sleep to 
mock us. Do whisper in his ear, and bid him try it 
once more." 

"I pray you be still," repeated De Clare; and then, 
addressing himself to Peverell, "methinks," said he, 
"here is another leaf turned over." 

*| Yes," interposed Lacy; "but this is a jovial, merry 
devil, at any rate." 

"By my faith," observed Mortimer, "I was never 
more amazed, than when I heard the rough speech of our 
companion, given back in such a joyous and tnriiling des- 
cant" 

^^It can hardly be the delusion of our ears^" said Pe- 
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Vferell. <* Besides, we heard it twice. Or, can it be the 
echo within these walls?'^ 

"Echo!" exclaimed De Clare. "If this be an echo. 
I'll strain my lungs to a plain question in English, and 
look to be answered in Hebrew. No, no, it is no echo. 
But, that it Tnay be a trick, I am readj to grant; for I 
have myself known men gifted with the strange ikculty of 
speaking with a second voice, issuing certain^ from tlieir 
insides, and yet seeming to proceed,' most fantastically, 
from wheresoever they list it should come. Whether 
any of ns be so provided, it lies not in ray power to say, 
beyond this, that I certainly am not. " 

A similar declaration would doubtless have been made 
by all the rest, but their attention was now d|;'awn to- 
wards Clayton, whom Mortimer was endeavouring to 
wake. He shook him lustily, spoke to him, and almost 
pulled him from his seat; but every effort to rouse him 
appeared fruitless: he still slept on. 

*^* Awake, man I" said Pevetell, taking hold of his hand, 
and shaking u with violence enough almost to have sepa- 
rated the arm from the body; " awake ! we are about to 
depart!" 

It was in vain. Yet he seemed but as one sleeping. 
His cheeks and lips kept their natural colour, and his 
hands were warm. 

" He has fallen into a fit, I think," said Walwyn. 

Renewed endeavours were made to restore him. His 
vest was thrown open; his apparel loosened, wherever it 
appeared to press too tightly upon the circulation of the 
blood; his temples chaied with such stimulants as were 
at hand, and his head kept erect. .^ Bat he remained in 
the same apparently lifeless condition. 

**If it were not for his looks," observed De Clare, "I 
should conclude he was apoplexed, or had been seized 
with epilepsy; — ^but it can be neither, for his features are 
as calm and as undisturbed, as though he were in a pro- 
found sleep." 

" Hold this to his lips," said Mortimer, drawing from 
his pocket a small mirror, set in ivory: **it will show if 
he breathe or not. " 

De Clare took the toy from the hands of Mortimer with 
a contemptuous smile at so manifest a display of foppery. 
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He held it for some minutes to the mouth of Clayton^ but 
not a breath sullied its clear brightness. 

**> I have never seen, butl have heard of persons," said 
Walwyn, "in a trance; — surely this is one." 

" If so,'' observed Vehan, " and it hath all the outward 
appearance of it, he should be forthwith removed to a 
warm bed, and there watched night and day, for the first 
glimmer of returning sense." 

Peverell was exceedtnelj afflicted at the condition of 
his friend. He still held nis hand, which seemed to grow 
cold within his, feeling almost like that icy one with 
whose freezing pressure he had awakened. Yet he be- 
lieved not he was dead. That thought never once crossed 
his mind. He considered it a fit of some kind, and tried 
to recollect, but in vain, whether he had ever heard Clay- 
ton, or his wife, mention his having been subject to such 
a malady. 

*^It is cruel to linger here another moment," said De 
Glare, " when, for aught we know, this nyin's life de- 
pends upon instant aid." 

^^But how shall we be able to remove him," observed 
Mortimer, *• at an hour like this?" 

"How?*' exclaimed De Glare, indignantly; "are we- 
not ten? - And which among us is too delicate to assist in 
an office of so much humanity?" 

**Are we not ten?" repeated Peverell — "ay, ten! 
Can this be it ?" 

De Clare started. He fixed his eyes upon Peverell. 
** By Heaven !" said he, " I could almost persuade myself 
it is so. Nine shall become twelve, ere ten.go. Nine fias 
become twelve, and he^e are ten about to go !" 

"I hardly blame you," observed Walwyn, "that you 
thus enslave your better judgment to an idle fancy: but, 
in the name of that Heaven to which you have appealed, 
I call upon you to reflect for a moment Here is a 
man " 

"Peace!" interrupted De Clare; "we shall find ano- 
ther time to confer upon this; and, to show you I stood 
not in need of vour rebuke, I stop your speech, simply be- 
cause I am of nrm belief that this man lives, and tnat we 
are playing with his life most barbarously." 

Pcverelinow suggested that it would be better he should 
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precede them, and prepare Clayton's wife for a scene 
which could not but be a 9ev«re trial of'her feelings. 

This was assented to bj all, and Peverell left the Ab- 
bey. When he went otit, he fouiul only a few pereons 
assembled, as compared with those of the preceding night. 
It was scarcely known, indeed, that any watch was to be 
kept: and, as tbere were no appearances outside, the few 
who had collected began to disperse shortly after twelve. 
When, however, they saw Peverell come forth alone, 
they were somewhat puzzled. They judged, from his 
hasty manner, that something had occurred, though they 
knew net what But their suspense was soon at an end; 
for scarcely ten minutes elapsed before they beheld the 
rest emerging slowly from the Abbey, and bearing Clay- 
ton in a chair. 

Peverell found Dame Clayton up, and looking as wives 
are apt to do, when they are kept out of their beds beyond 
midnight, by the neglectful absence of their husbands. 
She, probably, thought it was Her husband, .and (not 
having the fear of the cucking-stool before her eyes) was 
prepared with a greeting, which had been ready for him 
a good hour or twain. But when she perceived Peverell 
enly, her countenance suddenly changed, from that of a 
scolding wife to a quarrelsome wom'an. 

"You are well encountered!'' quoth shej ** and save 
me a trouble which I had laid up for the morning; when I 
intended to ask you, an' you are not ashamed of yourself, 
thus to lead an honest man astray?" 

**Stay your tongue, good housewife,*' 52ud Peverell; « 
** this is no time for brawling.'' 

" No, marry," interrupted the dame; "it is no time for 
any thing that I wot of, save being in bed and asleep. 
But where is the simpleton, after his second fool's frolic?" 

"He has fallen suddenly ill,'' replied Peverell. 

"III!" exclaimed she. . "Now, ill befall thee, for thy 

rirt in his malady, whate'er it be. How, ill? The colic, 
dare be sworn! pinched with a griping colic, from that 
coW, dank place. Pll go warm a yard of new flannel, 
and toss up a comfortable posset for his bowels, that he 
may take i' bed; or I shall have no wink o' sleep to-night, 
with his grumblings." 

"Stay," said Peverell, as Dame Clayton was hurrying 
»way, " Has my friend Hugh ever been subject to fits ?'* 
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^^Fits!" replied the damct <^not he! He was ooee 
brought home dead from the corporation dinner; but he 
got letter of tbaty and never had a fit in his life." 

** How, dead?'' inquired PeverelK 

" I mean-^why, I don't mean he was stark, he was 
alive afterwards— only he could not speak — no, nor move; 
—-no,' nor didn't speak nor move, nor hardly breathed, 
for, I believe, the better part of a day and night, as I re- 
member, now you mention it:— but what of this r" 

" Why, I do fear," said Peverell, greatly relieved by 
this communication, *' that he has been seized » to-night, 
with anoth^ of these swoonings. " 

*' Now, the Lord comfprt me I'' she exclaimed, what 
have you been doing with him B" 

Peverell was about to reply, when he saw those whom 
he had left in the Abbey approaching. 

<' Here he is;" said he, ^^and be not distressed, for he 
will soon recover, I doubt not" 

At this moment they arrived. Thev had contrived to 
convey Clayton in the chair in which he sat, without al- 
tering his position, so that he still looked as if he were 
only sleeping. His wife, indeed, deemed it no more at 
fii»t, and began to mutter something about being *^ in a 
fit of too much drink;" but when she perceived how calm 
and motionless he was, and, that to all appearance he 
breathed not, she chansed to sobbing and lamentation. 

**your tears," said De Clare, "will not do this man 
half so much good as the instant aid of the doctor. Dry 
them up, therefore, and go fetch one." 

Mistress Clayton looked at De Clare, as though she 
felt a strong inclination to dispute this peremptory inter- 
ference with her prerogative of crying; but sne held her 
tongue. 

** A skilful leech lives hard by," said mine host, '<and 
I'll rouse him. Master Simcox hath had good practice in 
his time, and breathes a vein while another man is think* 
ingon't" 

ne set oflf, and in less than ten minutes returned with 
Peter Simcox, who no sooner beheld Clayton, than he ga-* 
thered up his mouth, looked unutterably dismayed, and 
shook his head with becoming gravity. He felt Clayton's 
pulse, and cried, ''Humph!" — Lifted up his eye-lids to 
examine the eyes, and said, **Ah! ah!" — ^Put his band 
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upon his hearty and exclaimed, "Oh, oh!" Then look- 
ing at those who were standing round, he shook his head 
again with a most determined foreboding of the worst 

** Well, sir, said Peverell, ** what is your opinion?'* 

" That he is erievously sick," replied Peter Simcox. 

"We could tiave sent you word to that effect," ob- 
served De Clare, **and not troubled you to leave your 
bed, to come here and tell us only that." 

'* Moreover," continued Peter Simcox, " his life is in 
peril — in marvellous great jeopardy." 

"Oh, my poor dear husband!" exclaimed Mistress 
Clayton, "my sweet Hugh, open your eyes and speak to 
me. Oh! oh! oh!"— Then turning to the doctor, "Am I 
a wife, or widow, gentle sir P" she continued. 

"As I should judge," re|)lied Peter Simcox, "you 
stand between the two conditions; even as your good 
inan here, is poised, as I might sav, 'twixt heaven and 
earth, like the suspended coffin of the Prophet." 

**Wo worth the time," ejaculated the dame, "that 
ever he deemed it of profit to suspend his honest calling, 
and go fiend hunting to yonder Abbey!" 

"What should be done with him?" inquired Peverell. 

** That appertained! to me to perform, rather than to 
expound," replied Peter Simcox. "And that I may 
perform, I crave of you all, forthwith, to avoid the cham- 
ber. He requireth much quietness, and free air — ergo, 
we should be alone. Leave him to me and his disconso- 
late spouse; and my utmost art shall not be wanting to 
▼anojuish the enemy that now layeth so close siege to his 
life." 

This intimation was sufficient. They retired immedi- 
ately, and directed their steps towards Lacy^s house. 
Peverell was somewhat comforted bv the declaration of 
Mistress Clayton, that his friend, who had once before 
been in the like danger, recovered; and he mentioned 
this as thev walk^ along. 

When they arrived at Lacy's, their discourse natural- 
ly turned upon the occurrences of the last two hours, 
and it was easy to perceive a growing distaste in nearly 
all of them, except Peverell and Overbury, (the latter 
acting from a merely brutal ferocity of character,) to the 
farther prosecution of this business. The feeling that 
seemed to predominate, was not so much one of fear, as 
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of vexatioD; an irritable consciousness that thej were ac- 
complishing nothing hj their submission to mysterious in- 
fluence, or their observance of apparently supernatural 
commands. Their curiosity had been inflamed — their 
excited spirits brought into action — ^thelr proceedings re- 
duced almost to a specific form and character, but to 
what end? No one thing had occurred that held out a 
definite or intelligible motive for going on. When» there- 
fore, Pcvcrell vaguely adverted to what was jet to come, 
and spoke of their next night's watching, De Clare ex.-« 
pressed himself vehemently against repeating their visit 
to the Abbey. 

•' I,, for one^"" said he, " declare freely, that here I re- 
nounce the enterprise; or, at least, (so to qualify my ab- 
juratbn,) till I have some fresh and better incentive 
thereto, than any that now prevails in me." 

" I am much of your thinking," observed Walwyn. 
" It hath rarely chanced, in my life, that I have ever 
taken the first step In any thing, where I could not see, 
or believed I coukl,, the last. Here,, however, I may be 
said to have taken many steps, and not only the last is 
hidden from me, but I have no certain knowledge whe- 
ther my very next step should be to the right or to the 
left. It is like walking blindfold among pit-falls; which 
he who does, for he cannot choose, is to be pitied; but he 
who shuts his eyes, with folly aforethought, and commits 
himself to so perilous an adventure, is a fooh,. to. be pAjtied 
only for that he is one." 

** Nay," cjuoth Mortimer, addressing Walwyn, " if 
you be purblind in this business, what am I to do, who 
profess myself a natural blinkard in su.ch things, if not 
whole blind?" 

** Why," replied De Clare, (who, were be in the last 
agony, must have shot his bolt at Mortimer, thougb he 
bad gasped out life in the doing of it,) ^^I'll tell you 
what you are to do; fulfil the Scriptures in the only way 
thou canst, by seeing a straw in another man't eye, 
though you cannot see the block'in your own." 

*' Tou practise what you teach," retorted Mortimer,, 
coldly; ^^and would do so, I'll be sworn, were your pre- 
cept the afiirmative of the sixth commaQdinent '' 

This wa& one of the few dei^terous replications which 
the gall of De Clare sometimes stung out of Mortimer^ 
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De Clare felt it; but, before he could throw back the re« 
coil of his own bitterness. Lacy spoke. 

'' I am a soldier/' said he, '* aiid the discipline of the 
wars has ever taught me to go through with an enterprise. 
I like not the showing of the back, except when an eno- 
my does it Stand still, or go on; but go on, when you 
have once moved. Yet, soldier as I am, and thus dis« 
ciplined as I proclaim myself, I must, stipulate for one 
thing — a foeman, a reason why I should aovance, though 
it be but a dismantled battery which stares me i' the face, 
and would only mock my capture of it. But, confound 
me, if I can see any thing in this undertaking, beyond the 
mayor's wines and viands— wonders td stare at whitn we 
are awake, and sleep to deny after we are awake." 

*'That is just it," observed De Clare. "We are 
playing with shadows, trying to gather moonbeams, or 
catch the lightning's flasn; a fit occupation for a day- 
dreamer like Yehan, but too volatile and unsubstantial 
for men who count the hours they live by what they do." 

"And yet do nothing that is worth the counting," 
added Yehan. "Day-dreams are oft-times better than 
fiay-deeds; and it were well for some men, if they only 
dreamed of that which they are fated to perform. " 

"Well," said Hungerford Hoskyns, "I am he that 
will either go on or stand still, though no soldier; but 
having, as you see, the two elements of a right good one.. 
I have been frightened, I confess it: and I have been 
forced to grant that I slept with my ejes open, and my 
senses awake; but,, determine in this matter, as may 

f lease yourselves, and it shall n[ease me. Go again, and 
go with you; stay away, ana I'll creep to my bed in 
reasonable nours, as I have been wont; or take daylight 
for your inquest, and I'll be up with the sun." 

^* In other words," rejoined De Clare, laughing, ^'yoit 
are like the hungry fool i' the interlude— always ready to 
fall tOt whatever is set before you." 

" Yes," answered Hoskyns, gaily, "as the bell clink- 
eth, so the fool thinkedi:— you may make the appliea^ 
tion," 

Peverell had hitherto remained silent He now ad- 
dressed them. 

"I am greatly mistaken,'' said he, '' or you wil) soon 
see cause to alt^r your present resolves. How, or when. 
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er where* that cause is to show itself, I pretend not to 
know5 but that it will show itself, is a conviction on 
mj mind, scarcely, if at all, less strong than that of my 
now standing here. I read not this thing bj parts, but 
in the whole; and, in the whole, I perceive consequences 
that must be unravelled. I am content, however, to fol- 
low the eeneral voice. Let it be, that we here pause. 
We shall not be many hours nearer to our graves, before 
the advent of some circumstance or other shall determine 
us asain to proceed." 

** It is that circumstance, whatever it be," replied De 
Clare, " which I lackj and, for mv single self, I re-af- 
firm, that I will not be made an idle show of, for men to 
gaze and point the finger at; as one who placed the cap 
and bells upon his own head, and carried nis bauble witn 
a proud heart, for grinning mockery to make sport with." 

**Well, then," said Walwyn, "it is agreed, not that 
we forswear for aye, but that we suspend, for awhile, all 
farther proceedii^ in this business; m short, that ^e do 
nothing, till we discern more clearly than we now can 
what it is we have to do." 

•* Exactly so," replied De Clare; to which PevercU 
signifying his assent, they all departed. 



» 



CHAPTER XIV. 

The moment Lacy was alone, his daughter entered th^ 
room. She advanced towards her father with an expres- 
sion of chastened satisfaction in her countenance, not as 
if she rejoiced that he was safe, but as if she were thank- 
ful that he bad been permitted to live another night Her 
heart had received a reprieve only, not a full pardon. 
She kissed him tenderly as she exclaimed, « Thank Hea- 
ven, you are still preserved to me 1" 

^^I thought you had retired to rest ere this*" siud 
Lacy. 

** No," replied Helen; "I watched for your return, 
ft&d now I have come to bid you good nigl^t " 
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*' Good night, then," replied her father; and he pressed 
her hand affectionately. 

*^ And no more!" said Helen, with a sigh, as she arose 
to retire again. 

" It is late,'' continued Lacj, "and sleep is stealing 
over me." 

** I should be sleepj too,*' answered Helen, " at this 
drowsy hour; but I know not what drug or opiate could 
make me so." 

She leaned forward, and pressed her lips upon the fore- 
head of her father. He felt a tear fall upon his cheek. 
He looked up; her eyes swam in the full flood of filial 
sorrow. 

** Whence, whence, is this grief, my beloved child?" 
exclaimed Lacy, with a faltering voice^ as he drew her to 
his bosom. 

** Can you ^ive me comfort ?— can you give me hope?" 
she said, sobbmg aloud. 

** Yes, both, — if you will receive them." 

" J/T.'" responded Helen, and she sighed heavily — "^ 
I will receive them ! — * CHve me food, or I die /' cries the 
wretch whose very entrails famine gnaws like a vulture. 
Would you sajr to such a oj^,/, 'yw, if you will ea^.^'— 
Why, his frantic prayer is for food, as my sad one is for 
comfort Tell me, I implore you, then, what hath hap- 
.pened to-night, and I shall know what there is of com- 
fort for me; — tell me, what is hereafter intended, and, if 
hope lurk there, my poor heart will leap to meet it ?" 

Lacy could not resist this appeal. He made Helen 
again sit by him, and related to her all that had occurred 
in the Abl>ey, as well as the resolution which had been 
taken. She listened with profound attention, but the 
agitation of her feelings was manifest. 

" So," she exclaimed, when Lacy had concluded, 
"there is another!" 

"Did I not say," observed her father, " that Clayton 
had fallen into a fit merely, and that, once before, he had 
the like visitation?" 

Helen smiled incredulously, almost scornfully, at this 
description of Clayton's situation. 

"And now," continued he, "have I not given you 
both present comfort and future hope?" 

•' Neither}" said she. "That wretqhed man, whom I 
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know not, but (nty, will never look upon this world apin. 
And oh ! would I were as sure he is the last, as I am 
that the cause which shall re-assemble you is at hand !" 

"And if it be" — replied Lacy. 

'^Andif itbe," interrupted Helen, ^^the blood that 
shall flow, still runs warm in the living veins that must 
emptj themselres, to glut the fell demon whose work all 
this is." 

" Tush, girl !'' exclaimed Lacy; " you are getting fond. 
Tour young imagination, heated by tales of goblins, tend 
fairies^ and the whole brood of the devil's imps, plays 
tricks with your reitson, and makes you fantastical. I 
am not the man to deny the thing that is, or to wrestle 
with the plain evidence of my senses; and, I grant you, 
there is something about this business which I do not 
comprehend so quickly as 1 should the movements of an 
army; — but, plague on't, I will not go to my nurse for the 
explanation.'' 

Helen sighed. The argument (if so it might be called) 
between her and her father, had now taken that turn 
which put an end to it. She knew how utterly ineifeo 
tual every attempt would be to work upon him, by a be- 
lief which was rooted in heV^n mind. When sne had, 
sometimes, endeavoured to do so, he, at first, derided, but 
at last became almost angered with ker earnest discourse 
'— 4he more earnest, because she felt assured, if she eovld 
0nce shake his scepticism, sh« could then arm him, in 
some degree, against the danger he was bravine with a 
defenceless haiMl. Her only remaining hope, Uierefbre, 
was, that she might be able to reach his heart through 
those natural chamnels, which are rarely closed to the 
pleading of a child, even in the sternest bosoms^ and, 
never, where, as was Lacy's case, (who loved Helen with 
the whole affection of a father,) every feeling towards her 
was bound up in the desire to make her happy. 

It happened, unfortunately, however, for poor Helen, 
that, in this affair of the Abbejr, the veteran Lacy looked 
at it with a soldier's eye — ^that is, he could not altogether 
strip his participation in it of the soldier's honour.— 
Others misht renounce the enterprise, and call it their 
humour, their inclination, or their dislike; but, for him, 
there was no such license; so, at least, he construed hia 
.ie)f-imposed dut^^ shrinking, with feverish jealousy, from 
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the most remote possilnlitj of fear being im(mted as the 
inotiye. Let all the rest relinquish it, and, as has been 
seen, he wa^ ready to*join them; but, to relinquish it sin- 
gly — ^to leave all the rest — nay, to have deserted only one 
among them, while one remained firm, was a step which 
he couid almost as easily have taken, as to have fled from 
his standard in the field. Hence it was, that, for the first 
time in her life, the anxious, sorrowful, and supplicating 
Helen had beeged a boon — ^begged it, too, with many a 
bitter tear, andneart-sore sigh— only to have her impor- 
tunities denied. Her father, indeed, never failed to sof- 
ten denial by a frank confession of his reasons: but, it is 
a cold consolation, when we would prevent sorrow, to 
know only why we cannot. 

Helen did not persist in her entreaties after what she 
considered as the almost harsh reply of her father: but, 
at that instant, her mind conceived a project, from the 
mere contemplation of which, she derived comfort It 
was suited to the intensity of her apprehensions for her 
father's safety, and to her strong persuasion of the nature 
of the peril which menaced him. It was no less suited 
to what had been the predominant character of her stu- 
dies, and the wild fancies they had nurtured. She had 
often longed, when brooding over the mystic wonders of 
finiry or necromantic legends, to have th^ demonstration, 
the ocular evidence of charms and spells, which had the 
reputed power of unfolding the foture, and arresting the 
course of human events. More than once, indeed, in 
the midnight solitude of her chamber, she had trembled 
on the verge of proof, as she performed the imperfect 
rites which were familiar to her mind : and tokens of their 
limited potency had been manifested, in sounds and pre- 
ternatural motions, which at once appalled and satisfied 
her curiosity. But these had hitherto been tried in the 
mere wantonness of inquisitive doubts; the desire, so na* 
tural to the human mind, of putting to the test its own 
credulity; the vagrant wish — no more — of just playing 
with the truth — if it were truth — and satisfied to know, 
from a little, that all was possible. She had now, how- 
ever, a higher and a stronger motive to go farther; and- 
her silent determination to di so was an infinite relief to 
her present feelings. She contented herself, therefore, 
with once more pressing her lips to those of her revered 
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father, bade him ^<good night/^ as if she had been sud* 
denly coQTinced of the childishness of her fears, and 
taking her taper, hurried out of the room *to meditate 
upon ner new-born hopes. Lacy was overjoyed to ob* 
serve the change; and, retiring to liis own cnamber, soon 
found that repose he needed. 

Peverell, on his way home, called again at Clayton's, 
where he found Peter Simcox still in attendance, and 
from whom he learned that his friend continued in the 
same condition. There had, as yet, been no signs of re- 
turning animation; " but," said the doctor, "I am not 
without hope; for, though there be no change for the bet- 
ter, there is none for the worse: he still looks like one 
asleep only; his cheeks retain their freshness, his lips 
their colour, his limbs their pliancy; and the natural 
warmth hath not forsaken his body. Now, these are all 
probable, though not sure prognostics of recovery." 

When Peverell reached nis own house, his man Francis 
met him with a stran^ly mysterious look and manner. 

*< Here is one within," said he, "that will not, by any 
dint of persuasion, go; though I have been two good 
hours trying my skill to that end." 

"Who is it?" inquired Peverdf. 

•* That, neither, can I not discover,"' quoth Francis. 
** She knocked at the door — it might be something after 
eleven, perhaps near upon twelve — ^and when 1 opened 
it, she whips into the nail without saying a word, walks 
into every room in the house — ^I fpl lowing her, as a bea- 
dle follows a rogue, till he sees him beyond the parish 
bounds— and, at last, takes possession of your low chair, 
and, without so much as * by your leave,' begins to wringj 
her hands, and crjr, ' Lord ! Lord !' — ' What do you want, 
good woman P" said L But I might as well have ad- 
dressed myself to the walls, for, *Lord! Lord!' was all 
her moan. 

Peverell hastened into the room, and there he saw poor 
Madge — her face buried in her hands, rocking to and fro, 
weepmg most piteously, and, as Francis had described, 
ever and anon calling upon the Lord, but in a tone of 
such utter wretchedness, that it pierced his very heart 

He spoke to her. She started up at the sound of his 
voice, looked at him, and then mournfully exclaimed, 
while she pointed to the ground — "They have buried 
her!" 
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"Then be comforted)" said Peverell, ih a kind and 
soothing voice; '' Your hardest trial is past" 

" What a ckurl he was!" continued Madge, not heed- 
ing the words of Peverell: "I only asked him to keep 
the grave open till to-morrow, and ne denied mel Only* 
till to-morrow,— for then, said I, the cold earth can cover 
us both. But he denied me! So I fell upon my knees, 
beside my Marian's grave, and prayed that he might ne- 
ver lose a child, to know that blessedness of sorrow which 
lies in the thought of soon sleeping with those we have 
loved and lost! It was very wrong in me, I know, to 
wish to call down such affliction on him— ^but he denied 
me, — and I had to hear the rattling dust fall upon her 
coffin — ay, and to see that dark, deep grave filled upj as 
if a mother might not have her own child!" 

*'Poor afflicted creature!" exclaimed Peverell, in ^ 
half whisper to himself. 

" Yes !" said Madge, drying her tears with her hands, 
** Yes! I have walked with grief, for my companion in 
this world, through many a sad and weary hour. But I 
shook hands with her, and we parted, at the grave of 
Marian. I buried all my troubles there. What is the 
hour?" 

" Hard upon two," replied Peverell. 

^^ Then I must be busj,',' answered Madge, in a wild, 
hurried manner, and smiling at Peverell, with a look of 
much importance, as if what she had to do were some 
profound secret. " You'll not betray me, if I tell 
you?" she continued, taking his hand — " Feel !"— ^and 
she placed it on her heart. "One, twoj one, two; one^ 
two — and so it goes onj it cannot beat beyond two! Oh, 
God ! what pain it is before it breaks !" 

She now returned to the chair from which she had 
risen, at the sound of Peverell's voice* He approached 
nearer; and (with a view rather to draw her gently from 
her owif thoughts, than from anjr desire that she should 
leave his house,) he asked her *^ if she would go home?" 

" Yes," she replied; " bear with me yet a little while, 
and I'll go. It is near the time I promised Marian, when 
last I kissed her wintry cheek, as she lay shrouded in her 
coffin; and I may not fail. Lordl Lord! what a trou- 
bled and a worthless world this seems to me now ! A 
week ago, and the sun, and ilie moo^^ and the starS; and 
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the green earth, and all that was upon it, were dear to 
mine ejes^ and I should have wept to look my last at 
them ! ' But now, I behold nothing it contains, save roj 
Marian's grave! You will see me laid in it, for pity's 
sake— won't ^ou ?" 

" Aj," said P^verell, " but that will be when I am 
gray, and thinking of my own: so, cheer up. He that 
shall toll the bell tor thee, now sleeps in his cradle^ Til 
warrant?" 

She beckoned Peverell to her, and taking his hand, 
she again placed it on her heart A sad, melancholy 
smile, played for a moment across her pale wrinkled face, 
and her glazed eyes kindled into a fleeting expression of 
frightful gladness, as she feebly exclaimed, '* Do you feel? 
One! — one! — one! — ^and hardly that. — ^I breathe only 
from here," she continued, pointing to her throat "Feel! 
feel! — one!— one! — another! — how I gasp-^ee! — ^see!" 

She ceased to speak; the hand which retained Peverell's 
relaxed its hold— her head dropped— one long-drawn 
sigh was heaved — and poor Madge resigned a being 
touched with sympathies and feelinss not often found in 
natures of nobler quality, in the world's catalogue of no- 
bility. If, among the thousand doors which death holds 
open for mortal man to pass through, ere he puts on im- 
mortality, there be one, the rarest of them all, for broken 
hearts, this hapless creature found it A self-accusing 
spirit bowed her to the earth, with the sharpest of all 
griefs — a mother's anguish for an only child — lost to her, 
as gamesters lose fortunes — thrown away by her own 
hand. 

Peverell was deeply affected by what he had witnessed. ' 
It was not merely that h^ was wholly unprepared for such 
a scene; but, he had, all along, felt a singular interest in 
the melatkcholy story of Madge, and he brushed away a 
few honest tears from his eyes, as he disengaged his hand 
from hers, which, though it was now lifeless, still lield his 
where she had placed it, to feel her heart's dying throbs* 

^^I shall grow familiar with death," he exclaimed to 
himself, while he quitted the chamber, to give some ne« 
cessary directions to his man Francis in consequence of 
what had occurred. " Kit Barnes — Wilkins — this mise- 
rable woman — and " He paused, his tongue refused to 
pronounce the name of his friend, though it hung upon his 
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Itps. " The game is a-foot, the chase is hot— what deer 
falls next?" 

Full of these pensive thoughts, he retired to bedj but 
<hej haunted him, and he could not sleep. The night 
had become tempestuous. The wind roared and whis* 
t!ed round the house — the rain dashed in gusty torrents 
against the casement — the thunder rolled at a distance — 
and, at intervals, some vivid flashes of lightning illumined 
the room. He lay, tossing from side to side, in feverish 
restlessness, for nearly an hour; but at length, sunk into 
a. disturbed slumber. ^ . 

His waking meditations pursued him, but mingled with 
the fantastic stuff of which our dreams are composed. He 
thought he was in the Abbbey — alone, — and in utter 
darkness. It was midnight — he heard the bell toll the 
hour — He had an obscure recollection that others had 
been there before him, and had all died; but it did not 
seem to him as if he had known them. He felt that he 
was there to die too. Suddenly, a single ray of light, 
like a sunbeam, streamed through one of the windows. 
It was of dazzling splendour. While gazing at this beau- 
tiful object, which diffused its bright effulgence over the 
whole interior of the Abbey, he heard a loud laugh be- 
hind him. He turned round, and discovered that he was 
standing on the crumbling edge of a new-made grave, and 
that thousands of loathsome worms were crawnng round 
him, and upon him. In vain he strove to quit his place. 
He had not power to move. He looked into the grave. 
At the bottom lay an open coffin, in which was a half- 
consumed bod jr. — He knew it was the corpse of Mariaii. 
While yet gazing at it, a shfidowy form glided past him 
— descended into the grave, and laid itselT by the side of 
Marian. It was Madge. He thought he had never be- 
held an expression so heavenly as that which dwelt upon 
her features, when she once more folded her arms round 
the mouldering neck of her idiot girl. Another shadow 
pa9sed-*-he knew it too— it was Kit Barnes! — Another! 
— ^it was WilkinsI — then another! — it was Clayton, who 
smiled upon him. They all passed into this new-made 

frav«, and then faded from his sight Other shadows 
itted along, but their faces were muffled in their shrouds, 
and he knew them not Still the worms crawled over 
hioE^ and covered his whole body, while he strove in vain 
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to shake them off« At length the ray of light disappeared 
—he was in total darkness^— he felt the cold slime of the 
worms upon his face and hands; thej were creeping into 
his mouth — his stomach heaved — his very heart was burst- 
ing almost — he was chilled with horror at the thought of 
dropping into the ^rave, upon whose edge he stood 
writhing and trembhng,-B-and^ in the 9gony of his feel- 
ings, he awoke ! 



CHAPTER XY. 



It was day-light, when Peverell sprang from his bed, 
and wandered into the fields, less refreshed, after such a 
sleep as he had had, than when he- went to rest A night 
of storm and tempest had ushered in a fresh, sunny morn- 
ing, which dressed the face of nature in loveliness and 
smiles. The lark carolled above his head, and its glad 
notes descended, like a rich stream of melody, from the 
clear blue ether in which it sported — the awakening song 
of other birds floated on the breeze; the low of cattle 
sounded from the green pastures; the trees and hedges 
reflected a thousand brirliant hues, as the sun-beams 
played upon the rain drops which quivered on their 
branches, and which contrasted beautifully with the vari- 
ous tints of the decaying foliage — shade softening into 
shade, with that mellow harmony of colour which pro- 
claimed the mighty workmanship of Nature. 

The cool air was most grateful to the fevered brow, 
and parched lips, of Peverell. His eyes gazed languidly, 
but delightedly upon the bricht landfscape spread before 
him, and his body seemed to snake off the weariness that 
oppressed it, as he stepped alon^. He had gained the top 
of a slight eminence, from which he could see, at one 
view, the whole of the ancient town of St. Albans. Here 
and there columns of blue smoke, ascendine from the 
roofs, and slowly wreathing themselves into broader but 
less distinct masses, till they were lost in the surrouodtog 
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atmosphere, denoted that the little round of human life 
was recommencing. To sleep — to wake — ^to labour — to 
sleep again — ^and then again to wake and labour — writes 
the brief history of mil Uons! In the distance, stood the 
lofty gray towers of the venerable Abbey, half veiled 
from £e sight by a dewy mist, sent up from the dank 
earth, while through its thin curling folds blazed the win- 
dows of the edifice, as the sun's rays fell upon them. 

Peverell sunk into meditation, as he looked towards 
the Abbey. All that Aac^ occurred, all that he felt must 
yet occur, passed through his mind. It recalled, too, an 
imperfect and obscure recollection of his dream, and a 
alight shudder agitated him, while he remembered with 
what agony he had striven to shake off the lazy worms 
that crawled and hung about him. It wad no wonder, 
he thought, that such a dream should shape itself to his 
sleeping fancy, when he considered what realities had 
ensaged his waking moments. 

He was still ruminating upon these things, and endea- 
vouring to conjecture what might that day befall, to ex- 
plain or increase the mysteries of the preceding ones, 
when his attention was excited by a small, black, sha^y- 
haired cur, which had couched itself before him, and now 
sat looking wistfully in his face, wa^ng its tail, as if 
asking to be noticed. Peverell had not observed it be- 
fore; but he called it to him, and the animal bounded to 
his feet, where it couched, and waited for farther invita- 
tion to be familiar. Peverell spoke to it — spatted its 
rough sides — played with its pendant ears, and was amused 
with its frolics, as it leaped about him, licked his hands, 
and, bv a variety of sprightly antics, testified its joy at so 
friendly a reception. 

" And where may you li^e?" said Peverell, looking 
round, expecting to see some cottaj^e near — *'or hast thou 
no home, nor any master, that thus, like the forlorn of 
man's race, you cast yourself for protection upon the first 
stranger you meet?" 

The cur stood still — pricked up its ears, and looked 
(as two-legged curs often do) as if it really understood 
what it heard. It then scampered off twenty or thirty 
yards— *ran back— -was off again, returned, and seemeq, 
by its manner, to invite Peverell to follow. Peverell 
watched its motions for two or three minutes, and at ' 
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length began to walk in a contrary direction. The car 
snapped at his feet — bit the sround— >ianiped np against 
him, and at last seized hold of his cloak, and tried to drag 
him back. At one time he was abont to spurn it, bat the 
animal crouched down, looked so imploringly in his face, 
and whined so piteously, that he could not find in his 
heart to strike. 

"Weill'* exclaimed Peverell, good-humouredly, "eve- 
ry dog has his day — thisr shall be thine, thou peremptory 
knave! — ^There! go on, and I'll be close at your tail; for, 
after all, it is indifferent to me which way I wander." 

He turned. The shaggy devil yelped with joy, imd 
coursed along like a hare, but evdr and anon looking back 
to see if he was followed. Peverell kept on, his eye fixed 
on his four-footed guide, while his thoughts dwelt upon 
far other matters. In this way he traversed several fields, 
crossed miry lanes, and even broke through two or three 
hedges; till, at last, stopping and looking round, he no 
longer perceived the little, black, shaggy -haired cur; bat 
he heard him barking furiously on the other side of a 
fence. He proceeded onwards, ascended the bank, and 
was about to leap a ditch that stopped his farther pro- 
gress, when he saw a man lying on his face in the ^rass. 

He cleared the ditch in an instant, and advancmg to- 
wards the man, hailed him. No answer was returned. 
He approached tiearer, and then he perceived that he was 
lying in a pool of gore. He turned him on his back. His 
uiroat wasnideously mangled; the blood still bubbled from 
the gash that was across it, and he observed that in his 
half-clenched hands there were tufts of grass and earth, 
as if he had either strolled desperately with his assassin, 
or had died grievouslyhard. Peverell stood, for a mo- 
ment, gazing on the shocking object that lay before 
him. The eyes "were staring — ^the features distorted, and 
smeared with blood— «the wound gaping; but the sun shone 
brightly — all nature smiled around — wnile a bloated toad, 
unscared by the presence of Peverell, was dabbling in, 
and sucking up, the clotted lumps that lay congealed 
upon the ground. 

Peverell examined the body more attentively. It seemed 
to be that of a man somewhat advanced in years — perhaps, 
about forty; of middle stature, but large-limbed, and 
muscular withal. His apparel, which was ^russet, be- 
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«poke him of no wealthy or distingaished class. Yet he 
had a chain of gold round his neck, to which was sas- 
peaded a cross, carved in solid crystal; and in his pocket 
was a purse, containins monew It was not to rifle him, 
therefore, concluded Fevereil, that the foul deed had 
been perpetrated. He was lost in horror and amazement 
He knew not what to do. 

*' Sagacious brute!" he exclaimed, turning round—- but 
the cur was gone. He whistled — he called — ^it came not 
*' Strange i" he muttered to himself, as he stooped down 
to disengage the gold chain from the neck of the unfortu- 
nate man, and to possess himself of his purse, deeming it 
right thus to secure them, either as a means of identify- 
ing the slaughtered victim, or that they might be re- 
stored, hereafter, to whomsoever should appear as the 
lawful claimant of them. 

While thus occupied, he was startled by the sound of 
approaching footsteps, and the rustling of silks. He 
looked round, and saw a female, who was advancing 
along the path, across which lay the bleeding corpse. She 
was voung, richly dressed, and dignified in her carriaee. 
As she drew near, he stepped forward to meet her, de- 
sirous, if it might be, of saving her feelings from the shock 
which so frightful a spectacle must produce. She passed 
him in silence — trod close to the murdered man— ^azed 
upon the body for an instant, and then veiling her face, 
went on. Peverell watched her with silent astonishment, 
till an intervening grove of trees concealed her from his 
sight 

He now resolved to return, forthwith, to the town, 
communicate what had happened to the mayor, and leave 
in his hands the further inquiry into this dismal tragedv. 
He was about to quit the spot, when his eve caught the 
figure of a man, crossing the adjoining' field. He knew 
him instantly. It was John Wintour, who was returning 
from a small farm which he rented hard by, and whither 
he had been thus early to give directions to his labourers. 
Peverell shouted lustily, and mine host stopped. Pevereli 
waved his cap, and mine host straight turned his steps to 
where Peverell was standing. He hastened forwards, 
and soon arrived; but the instant he cast his eyes upon 
the body, he exclaimed, ** -Tis Fort^cue! he who yester- 
day brought you the mystertous scrolL I know him by 
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his dress, and that scar beneath the eje, disfigured as Ins 
features are now." 

^^Had he a purse like this?" said Peverell, holding up 
tlie one he had taken from his pocket 

"Ay, marry had he," quoth Wintour; "and out of it 
he paid me for all he ate and drank, save his last pot of 
ale." 

"And a chain, like this, too?" continued Peverell. 

**I marked not the chain," replied Wintour, "but the 
purse had a special attraction for my observation: I could 
depose to it upon my sworn oath. And there is his knot- 
ted staflf; of tou^h oaken wood," continued mine host, 
" lying by his side, which I noted while he sat in my 
house, and thought it a right trustv weapon for the hand 
of a lonely foot traveller. But, alas! it seems to have stood 
him in little stead." 

^^ Look at this purse again," said Peverell, anxiously: 
" look at it well; consider his dress attentively, his figure^ 
his make, that scar, that stafi^ in short, any and everj 
thing about him, which may help to confirm, or suffice to 
destroy, your declared belief, that he is Fortescue." 

"I will do as you desire," said Wintourj "but if I 
know myself, I know him." 

He picked up the staflT, and examined it — surveyed his 
apparel — looked at the scar, which was just under the 
nght eye, and somewhat remarkable in appearance — took 
the purse in his hand, — looked at that — and then delibe- 
rately pronounced the words, "I am right But soft! I 
pray you," he continued; "it hath come into my head 
this instant. I remember, twice, on his turning out the 
coin from his purse, to pay his score, a small gold signet 
appeared among the money. Look, you, if such a thing 
be here." 

Peverell emptied the contents of the purse into his 
hand. The signet Wintour spoke of, rolled out the last 

"I am satisfied," said Peverell. "I am fully satis- 
fied — ^bu<>-^i" He paused. He felt that Wintour was 
not the man to whom it would be either prudent, or of 
any advantage, to impart the thoughts which now crowded 
upon his mind. "Let us to the town," he continued. 
*^ However it hath chanced that this man hath perished, 
Aur clear course is to make It known to the mayor^ and 

ve him to direct such farther inquiry as may be Ukfi^t.^^ 
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They left the spot, and proceeded ^ towards the town* 
Pevereil was surprised to find that he had strayed to a 
distance of nearly three miles. He scarcely spoke to 
' Wintour, except to tell him of the death of Madge, and 
to express a hope that he should find Clayton recovered. 
Mine host's tongue went as nimbly as his feet, which took 
three steps for each one of Peverell's^ but though he 
talked of every thing — the Abbey, and his own farm — - 
Madge, and a fine brindled cow — Clayton, and a stack 
of two years old hay, which he expectedf to sell next naar- 
ket day — ^Fortescue, and a valuable boar pig that had 
strayed the night before — still he could not engage his 
companion in any profitable discourse; an " ay," or a 
*♦ no,'* (not always spoken in the right places) was all he 
could obtain. More frequently, indeed, he got no an- 
swer; and then mine host would change^ his uieme, and 
try whetlier the mischance of the boar pig had more at- 
tractions than the virtues of the brindled cow. But Pe- 
vereil's mind was tossing about in a chaos of thought, a 
world of confused and mis-shapen conjectures, which 
sometimes grew into half realities, when they were ex- 
tinguished by fresh doubt, or darkened by seemingly irre- 
concilable contradictions. 

They arrived at the mayor*s, and Wintour took liis 
leave, to attend to the concerns of Tlie Rose, Pevereil 
had an interview with his worship, and confining himself 
to the bare fact of •his having aiscovered the body of a 
murdered man, without alluding to any other circum- 
stance, departed again. The mayor was earnest in his 
invitation to Pevereil to stay and breakfast, wishing, of 
course, to learn something of the preceding night's adven- 
tures in the Abbey; but when he perceived Pevereil would 
not be entreated, he bade him good morning, and assured 
him he would instantly take the necessary steps for having 
the traveller's corpse conveyed to the church or town- 
hall. 

The next ol^ect of Peverell's anxiety was the situation 
of Clayton. He called at his house, and found, with 
much regret, that he still continued in the same state of 
insensibinty. He had been placed in bed, and Pevereil 
went into ttie chamber. He could hardly persuade him- 
self he was not asleep, so calm and undisturbed was his 
countenance, so life-like his appearance, and so cuddy and 
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healthful the colour ofhis cheeks and lips. He approached 
biro, and placed his hand upon his brow. It was cold and 
clammy. But it was not the marble coldness of death; only 
thatchilly feeling which accompanies suspended animation, 
by whatever cause produced. He took hold of his hand, 
and retained it for some minutes; it grew warm in his: and 
once or twice, when he gently pressed it, he fancied that 
the pressure was as gently returned. He inquired of his 
wife what was the doctor's opinion. She replied, it was 
favourable; for, having opened a vein in the left arm, it 
bled freely, which he considered a good si^n. Peverell 
expressed his sincere wish, that the sign might be good; 
and Mistress Clayton responded. Amen! wim a fervency 
of manner that convincea Peverell her heart was in the 
word. He returned home, and found his orders had 
been punctually obeyed with respect to the body of poor 
Madge. It had been removed to her own humble dwell- 
ing, he, as in the case of Kit Barnes, having given direc- 
tions that the decent funeral expenses should be at hid 
own charge, with a special command that she should be 
laid in Jmrian's grave. 

Peverell now sat down to breakfast (rather from the 
custom of the meal than from any appetite for it,) when his 
man Francis presented himself. 

"Please you, sir,'' said he, "here is the black gentle- 
roan on horseback, that would speak with jou." 

Before Peverell could reply, Fitz-Maunce entered the 
chamber. Francis withdrew, looking at Fttz-Maurice 
with an expression of countenance which seemed to sav, 
^^ if you are not Beelzebub, you are marvellously like 
him!'' ^ 

The appearance of Fitz-Maurice was haggard and dis- 
tressed; his eyes were inflamed, his cheek pallid, his man- 
ner full of weariness and languor. Peverell pressed him 
to refresh himself with what was before him, but he de- 
clined. 

"I am well pleased to see you," said Peverell, after a 
pause. 

••I judged so," replied Fitz-Maurice, "and therefore 
have I come.*' 

"I had your letter yesterday," observed Peverell; 
"but " ^ 
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*^But," interrupted Fitz-Maurice, ^^yoa had notita 
meaning. I did not intend jou should." 

"Then, why- — ^" 

He was again interrupted by Fitz-Maurice. 

** Then wny send it, you would ask? This is my an* 
swer. When you shall know why I first sought you — 
why I s&t with you in the Abbey, one night — why I did 
not sit with you there last night — ^why I am here now— 
and why you are perplexed, almost to madness, then shall 
you also know wherefore I am inscrutable." 

''And then," replied Peverell, " it may boot me, per- 
chance, as little as it now does Kit Barnes and Wilkins, 
and my friend Clayton, to know aught about it. " 

" Was he your friend?" exclaimed Fitz-Maurice> ea- 
gerly. 

*' Whom !" said Peverell. 

**That Clayton you speak of," answered Fitz-Maurice. 

** Ay," replied Peverell j "the friend of more years that 
are gone than remain." 

** And what of Aiw.^" rejoined Fitz-Maurice j " tell 
me — ^tell me." 

Peverell related the occurrences of the preceding night 
at the Abbey, bringing down his narrative, so far as it 
concerned Clayton, to the visit he had just paid at his 
house. 

"What made him go the first night?" inquired Fitz- 
Maurice. 

♦' My persuasions," answered Peverell. 

"What the second?" 

** The same cause, as I believe; or, rather, to be just 
with him," continued Peverell, "for that he was my 
friend, and would not leave me." 

" The condition fails!" muttered Fitz-Maurice to him- 
self, and pressed his hand upon his forehead. 

Peverell then recounted all the other circumstances 
which had occurred — the packet of which Fortescue was 
the bearer — the resolution not to resume their watchings 
in the Abbey — the ground of that resolution, and the re- 
quired motive to renounce it — together with all that re- 
lated to the discovery of Fortescue's murdered remains. 
Fitz-Maurice listened impatiently to the recital; and when 
it was concluded, he looked at Peverell attentively. 

«' Are you one with the many?" said he. 
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"I am ofle of them," replied Peverell, "and find I' 
lack power to move them as I would." 

«' What if they all fall off?" observed Fitz-Maurice. 

" I would go on," answered Peverell, " if; " 

"If jou saw whither you went," added Fitz-Maurice, 

" NoP' siiid Peverell; *' if I could but feel, though that 
feeling were created in me by mute words, that I should 
proceed," 

"This ia a rich ornament," remarked Fitz-Maurice, 
carelessly, taking up live gold chain and crystal cross of 
Fortescue, which lay upon the table. 

"Yes," replied Peverellj "and if he who owned it, 
were slain by those whuse object was plunder, 1 marvel 
that it or his purse should have escaped them." 

" You would go on," continued Fitz-Maurice, musing, 
and repeating the expressions of Peverell, "if you could 
but feel, though that feeling were created in you by mute 
words, that you should proceed P" and he laid a pecu- 
liar emphasis upon proceed, 

" Even so," replied Peverell. 

" You are right!" exclaimed Fitz-Maurice, grasping 
his hand, while his countenance brightened into joy; '*! 
leave you now; but you shall see me again this day." 

" When ?" inquired Peverell. 

" You shall see me. I am no slave of time, or of 
events. When you see me, expect strange things!" 

He arose, and forthwith departed. His dwarf, as usual, 
was waiting wiUi his steed, wnich Fitz-Maurice mounted, 
and rode on. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Peverell returned to his chamber. " I am, indeed, 

ferplexed almost to madness!" he exclaimed, as he threw 
imself in a chair, (using the words of Fitz-Maurice,) 
" and see no end to my perplexity. I be^n to languish 
for that repose of the spirit which may betound in eyea 
suffering the worst. It is to lie on the rack, thus to be 
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harried from doubt to doubt, from fear to fear, and from 
hope to hope, each hour teeming witb some fresh wonder 
to bewilder me. Would I were once satisfied !'* 

While uttering these words, he had takea up the c!iam 
of Fortescue, and was parti j occupied in admiiins; its rick 
workmanship,>as well as the extreme beauty, and transpa- 
rent purity of the crystal, out of which the cross, that was 
pendant to it, had been formed. Passing his fli^u^ers over 
the surface, to feel the exquisite polish it hatl rect^ived, he 
thought he perceived, on the transverse piece, a slight njg- 
gedness, as if it had been scratched. He exariHiied it 
more closely, and could plainlj distinguish some words 
engraven on it. He trieci to read them, but cmU\ not, 
for though palpable to the touch, and visible to the eye, 
they were not legible. He drew nearer to the window, 
that he might have more li^ht Still, he was unable to de- 
cipher the inscription, which a^eared to be imbedded in 
the pellucid substance. At length, he held the crystal up 
to the sun, when, to his utter amazement, he saw, in li- 
quid crimson letters, and floating as it seemed, in the cen- 
tre of the cross, the following words: — 

** %tt no mutt {alter tut proeeelr : 
All that has firm, teas all decrerlr; 
SIU that imtst de, must ail sutceelr: 
3Sr firm of purpose— firm of aeeJ.** 

Peverell was confoundedf He gasped for breath: a 
sudden faintness came over him: he doubted, yet almost 
dreaded,* the evidence of his own senses. Could it be, 
that he had really read these words, or was it a figment — 
a coinage of his own distempered fanc^P He examined 
the cross more curiously than he had hitherto done: tried 
if he could discover any part where it had been joined; 
and attempted again to decipher tlie characters external- 
ly; but they appeared to have no resemblance to those 
which formed the words he had read. He shook the crys- 
tal violently, and then held it up to the sun. The only 
eflect was, that the crimson hue of the letters was a little 
deepened by the agitation. The^ords were small, but 
pertecUy distinct, and so divided, that the first two lines 
appeared upon one section, and the second two, upon the 
other, of the transverse piece. 
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Peverell, who was now satisfied that it was no iI]usioir,» 
at once comprehended its design^ as far, at least, as con- 
cerned himself, and the rest who had watched witli him 
in the Abbey. But there was something; frightful to his 
imagination, when he reflected how he had become pos- 
sessed of this mysterious injunction. He had plucked it 
from the mangled neck of a murdered man* And who 
was that man? How murdered? By what hidden influ- 
ence had his steps been so directed as to make him the 
discoverer of his melancholy fate? That black, shaggy- 
haired cur, too, how inexplicable was its appearance and 
actions ! 

All these thoughts, and a crowd of others, linked with 
them by obvious associations, whirled through his brains, 
as he sat, with the cross in his hand, and every now and 
then holding it up to the sun, to read, and re-read, the 
mystic words. While thus absorbed in meditation, he 
received a message from the mayor, which plunged him 
into still greater amazement. It was to inform him, that 
persons had been despatched to tl>e place he had men- 
tioned, but that there was no vestige of any corpse to be 
seen. 

** Impossible!" he exclaimed. *• They must have mis- 
taken the spot; or I gave a blundering description of iU^ 

He resolved to go himself, and he called upon mine 
host, in his way, to accompany him. They were attended 
by several of the officers belonging to the corporation. 

"You know the place," 9k\Q Peverell to Win tour, as 
they proceeded along, " where I hailed you this morning, 
and where, when you came, you saw the body of For- 
tescue?" 

"Know it,'* replied Wintour, "do I know my own 
right hand ? Why, every rood of ground between this 
and my farm, is as familiar to me as my bed. It is all 
idle nonsense about the body being gonej the truth on't 
is, they did not want to be troubled, and would rather 
have left it as a meal for the crows, than carry it to the 
town-hall.'* 

They soon. arrived at the spot. " Here we are," said 
mine host, scrambling up the bank, "and here m lies, 
I'll warrant, e'en as we left him." 

" Then he has come back within these two hours," ob- 
served the beadle, with a chuckle: "for that is just the 
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point we reached, and where we lodked for thebody.most 
diligently." 

Wintour stared, but spoke not. Pevcrell cleared the 
hedge in an instant, and sprang into the field on the other 
side. He was silent, too. Not only there was no corpse 
to be seen, but the grass looked fresh andunbroken, even 
where the blood had gathered into a pool, and the marks 
were' visible of a violent struggle. Peverell could 
almost have suspected that both himself and Wintour 
were wrong, had it not been for two circumstances: these 
were, the foot traces, on each side of the bank, where 
they had ascended and descended 5 and the small branch 
of a tree lying in the ditcli, which mine host had broken 
off in letting himself down. 

When Peverell was completely satisfied that the body 
of Fortescue had disappeared, he merely observed to 
those who had accompanied him, that he would wait upon 
the mayor himself, and assure his worship of the fact as 
they had already represented it. He and Wintour then 
returned leisurely to the town. 

^^Can you account for this?" asked mine host, as he 
got over a stile. 

"No," replied Peverell, thoughtfully^ *' I cannot ac- 
count for it| neither can I for the shape of yonder cloud, 
or why that tree spreads its branches so fantastically. I 
only know that these things are so?" 

** What do you think ?" continued Wintour. 

"Think!" said Peverellf "what should I think, but 
that you and I have a story to tell, at which men may 
shrug their shoulders and shake their heads, while we 
must hold our tongues, though our hearts swell ne'er so 
big." 

** That is most certain," quoth mine host, " and it is 
a scurvy trick that Master Fortescue has played us, ergo. 
By my faith — I think I have itl" he continued^ "the 
thieves---nay, they were not thieves, for they took nothing 
but his life — but the murderers, have conveyed away the 
body and buried it for their own safety. And yet, that 
will not tlo, upon better consideration, for they could not 
have made the grass spring up where it was trodden down, 
nor viry easily have washed out the blood. So I am at 
fault-—" 

*' Spare your brains, good Master Wintour," said Pe- 
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verelli "they will not do the service you require; l?ut be 
thou at Lacy's three hours hence, and thou may'st there 
hear something which will, perchance, help thee to a 
clearer understanding of this matter." 

Wintour promised he would, and left Peverell at the 
door of the mayor's house. 

It was absolutely necessary, now, for Peverell to enter 
into some explanations with the mayor, sufficient, at any 
rate, partly to account for the apparent absurdity of the 
statement he had made. He, therefore, gave his worship 
a general, but guarded, narrative of the circumstances 
connected with Fortescue, and concluded, by observing, 
that this last occurrence was only another link in that 
chain of mystery which hung about the Abbey. 

"A chain ot mystery, indeed,'* quoth his worship, 
" and so long a chain, that I can tell you it hath reached 
from here to London. I have had an emissary down here, 
from the eeclesiastical courts to make inquiries, and 'tis 
likely the council will take up the business. I have given 
my opinions upon it, and my advice too; so they cannot 
say they are in the dark. " 

" That is as it should be," replied Peverell; "but what 
do you expect will grow out of this inquiry, and your ad* 
vice?" 

** I may not be more particular in the matter," said his 
worship, with an air of infinite solemnity, " till 1 hear 
again from the Council. It were as much as mine c&ce 
is worth, to babble indiscreetify. But you shall find, and 
so shall they all find, that I have not slept at my post, 
nor winked at those duties, which fall so heavily on pub- 
lic men, when the safety o' the commonwealth is grievous- 
ly endangered." 

Peverell repressed his strong inclination to smile at 
this sudden display of grave magisterial solicitude, which 
seemed to have been roused in his worship's bosom by the 
arrival of the emissary from the ecclesiastical courts, and 
the anticipated investigation before the Council. He did 
not know that the emissary was merely one of the infe- 
rior domestics of the Archbishop of Canterbury's house- 
hold, who knew somathing of his worship in former days, 
and called to revive old recollections, as he was casually 
travelling through St. Albans, upon an errand no way 
connected with its Abbev; and that all the rest, about the 
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CounciU was Biroplj the fringe of his worship^s own in- 
vention. 

He took his leave, however, and repaired to Lacy's, to 
have some communication with him upon what had oc- 
curred. He was not at homej but Peverell was ushered 
into a room where he found his daughter, Helen. He 
had never seen her before, that he remembered, and vet, 
at the very first glance, her air and figure created a wel- 
ing of instant recollection. He was not long in doubt. 
A farther observation of her person and dress^ satisfied 
him it was she, and no other, who had that morning crossed 
the field in which lay the body of Fortescue, But she 
evidently did not recollect him; and he was determined, 
therefore, to ascertain if he could possibly be deceived in. 
his opinion. In the course of a desultory conver^tion, he 
suddenly mentioned, as a rumour which was ripe in the 
town, that the body of a murdered traveller had been found 
in some fields, between two and three miles on the road 
to Dunstable. Helen changed colour — betrayed consi- 
derable agitation, and without asking, as would have been 
natural underother circumstances, any questions respect- 
ing the murder, she abruptly changed the subject of dis- 
course. 

Peverell was convinced. But what could have caused 
her to be thus early abroad? And how could she have 
witnessed what she did, and betrayed so little emotion? 
These were silent interrogatories, which immediately pre- 
sented themselves to Peverell's mind, and which he" was 
unable to answer. 

He did not prolong an interview which had now be- 
come mutuallv embarrassing; but naming the hour at 
which he would return to have some conversation with 
Lacy, took his leave., 

Helen was greatly relieved by his departure. She 
wanted the solitude of her own thoughts, for there was 
matter in them to absorb her whole soul. A fearful step 
had been hazarded; and to retrace it, was so little possi- 
ble, nay, so little desired by her, that she was only intent 
upon schooling her heart to encounter and sustain th^ 
tnal. 

She had never, till this moment, felt the loneliness of 
her condition. Since her mother^s death, she had so en-, 
lirely abandoned herself to the discharge of those dufies^ 
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which connected her with her fetber alone, that he had 
become her friend, companion, lover, — all; and she wished 
no second object in her aflfections or esteem. In every 
thing that concerned her, he had, till now, been the only 
being in the world to whom she unbosomed herself; now 
he was the only being in the world to whom she could not 
It-seemed to her, indeed, as if they had exclmnged their 
relative situations; as if her father were the object of Aer 
solicitude, and that she had to watch over «nd protect 
Aim, instead of. being, herself, the delicate flower that 
should securely blossom beneath his suardian shade. Of- 
ten when these thoughts prevailed, she would feel all the 
sacred recollections of her departed mother kindle within 
her, and inspire her noble nature with the anxieties of the 
wife, the parent, and the da%ghter, blended in the single- 
ness of her filial devotion. 

Helen had never sought to fix a friend among those of 
her own sex, and of her own rank and condition. But 
in this unexpected crisis, she raised to her confidence, a 
faithful creature; who had been her foster sister; one who 
had been brought up in the family, and who, for the last 
three years, had been constantly about her person, as her 
own maid. 

Bridget Hall, (or little Bridget, as Lacy used to call 
her, from her diminutive growth,^ might have had mani- 
fold failings, though it was no where recorded she had 
any; but she was the mistress of two virtues in absolute 
perfection — unshaken fidelity, and boundless attachment, 
to Helen. If Helen could have required, or Bridget could 
have believed there was occasion, that she should throw 
herself from the house-top to benefit ^' her dear ladyship," 
the belief and the leap would have been linked as closely 
together as the electnc flash, and the bolt that follows it. 
Bndget had another remarkable quality likewise, which 
some might be tempted to call a third virtue, seeing she 
was a woman: or rather the virtue, by way of distinction. 
Her tongue was as short as her body: and without having 
^ead or heard of the ancient states of Greece, (which cer- 
^nly she never had,) there was, on all occasions, a 
Spartan brevity in her speech, that made many of the 
more loquacious of her own sex, declare she must have 
been bewitched when a nursline. Be this as it might, 
however, her laconic replies and communications, were 
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often of 80 whimsical a character, that it was the 4elight 
of her fellow-servants to ask questions, or set her upon 
delivering a message. Thej were sqre to have the re- 
ward they sought ; ' 

She presented herself in the kitchen, one day, her face 
streaming with blood. 

*' Whyf how now/Bridget," exclaimed the cook, "what 
has happened?" 

"Tumbled," quoth Bridget. 

"What, out o' the window?" 

"Down stairs," said Bridget 

" But you are wounded,' where is it?— on the head?'* 

" Cut my eye," quoth Bridget 

More than this was not extracted from her; and less 
coul,d not On another occasion^ when Helen's favourite 
little pony was stolen out of the paddock, the moment she 
heard of the loss, she hastened to her mistress's chamber. 
It was evident, from her manner, that something unto- 
ward had hapt)ened. 

"What is tlie matter, Bridget," said Helen, ** that you 
look so disconsolate?" 

" They have got her!" exclaimed Bridget. 

"Got her I" replied Helen; "whom do you mean?" 

" Joan," quoth Bridget 

"What, the pony, gray Joan?," replied Helen. 

"Yes." 

"Who has got her?" 

"The thief." 

" But how, and when? and where is the thief?" inquired 
her mistress. 

" I don't know — last night — nobody can tell, " answered 
Bridget 

Lacj, himself, would sometimes contrive to procure 
the enioyment of a sood -humoured smile at the expense 
of little Brids^et; and this he generally did, either by ask- 
ing some complicated question, or making some inquiry, 
which could not be answered but by a series of sentences. 
If he met her by chance, early in the morning, he would 
say: " Well, Bridget; do you think your mistress is stir- 
ring yet? Go and see. What is it o' clock? Where is 
Roger? There — go." 

**No— Yes— Eight—In the buttery— Directly," quoth 
Bridget, and disappeared. 
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At other times he would address her with great appa- 
rent seriousness. "Bridget, I am not well to-day — I 
have got a touch of the rheumatism in my left shoulder-— 
. I think I had better not go.out — the air is sharp — did you 
ever have the colic? Your poor mother died of it, I be- 
lieve." 

Bridget listened with the utmost gravity, and'when her 
turn came to speak, she would reply, with a courtesy be- 
tween each answer, "I'm very sorry, sir — it used to be 
in your right shoulder — ^you had better not — ^yes it is— 
only once — no, of a quinsey." 

This simple, honest, faithful creature, who was endowed 
with a naturally shrewd mind, and possessed considera- 
ble energy of character, was now admitted, from mingled 
motives of necessity and choice, to the confidence of 
Helen. She could scarcely, indeed, execute her design, 
without either so confiding in her, or exposing herself ta 
conjectures which she disdained to incur; while, indepen^ 
dently of these considerations, she shrunk from being en-^ 
tirely alone in the business^ 






CHAPTER XVII. 

When, on the over-night, Helen had quitted her father,, 
after another fruitless effort to dissuade nim from repeat- 
ing his visit to the Abbey, she finally and firmly resolved 
to try the efficacy of those means for his safety, which, she 
doubted not, would be successful. Before she went to 
bed, slie disclosed her intentions to Bridget, and ex- 
plained to her how she could assist in their accomplish' 
ment It was enough for Bridget that her mistress need- 
ed her services $ beyond that need, she considered it no 
part of her duty to inquire. 

Helen, mean while, felt that relief, which the mind al- 
ways derives, when beset with difficulties, from the con- 
sciousness of having made its election of a remedy, how- 
ever slender may really be the hope of its efficiency. la 
the more arduous trials of the aeart> suspense la bad 
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enough; but what is there to compare to that comfortless 
sorrow of knowing, or believii^, that we could, if we 
would, end the troubles that persecute us? Helen had 
groaned under this sorrow, till her resolution was taken;' 
and, from that moment, she exchanged it for one infinite- 
ly more tolerable. Indeed, she almost scorned to call 
what she now felt a sorrow, for it consisted only of a self- 
imposed ordeal, for the sake of her father — ^for the sake 
of one whom she cherished with such unbounded love. 

Helen was buried in these meditations, when she was 
aroused from them by the opening of the door, and the 
entrance of Fitz-Maurice, who was preceded by Bridget. 

*• He asked for your father," said Bridget, and left the 
room. 

*' He is from home, I learn," added Fitz-Maurice bow- 
ing, and continuing the abrupt communication of Bridget. 

** Yes," — stammered out Helen with inexpressible con- 
fusion. *' He is from home*" 

Fitz-Maurice made no reply, but stood gazing at He- 
len in silence. She could not lift her eyes from the 
ground. They had caught one glimpse of his figure and 
countenance as he entered, and she felt the crimson oa 
her cheek: her heart palpitated: an indescribable emotion 
oppressed her. When he spoke, the sound of his voice 
seemed IHce a mysterious union of tones she had never 
heard, with those which were familiar. They were soft, 
yet deep; startling, yet gentle; scarcely of this world, 
yet beautiful and enthralling. They still vibrated on 
her ear, like one wild chord of a harp, struck by some 
hand, with witching harmony beyond the cunning of art 
A sudden faintness and tremour were stealing over her—* 
her sight filmed — she laboured to breathe. What could 
. it mean? — Was it the shrinking timidity of her sex, or 
the high-wrought sensibility of her nature which made her 
thus, because in the presence of a stranger? No: for Pe- 
vereli was no less a stranger, and she had none of these 
feelings then. It was surely some spell that bound her 
to her chair. She would have given half her existence 
to reach her own chamber, but had not power to rise. 

Fitz-Maurice stood before her, and marked the con- 
flict she endured. At length he spoke: and Helen was 
lost in delirium. 

** Fair one!" He paused, f You tremble!" 
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He approached nearer. Helen's agitation increased. 

*'0h, God!'* he exclaimed, '• let not this too be mocke- 
rj!" 

Helen heard his voice— but not his words. It pene- 
trated her very soul. He drew nearer still. She could 
have wished the earth to yawn, and hide her. He took 
her hand. Her emotions were almost suffocating. A 
flood of tears burst forth, while the hand he held, seemed 
to be the channel of a glowing fire, that rushed fiercely 
through her veins. She raised her streamii^ eyes: they 
met those of Fitz-Maurice, which flashed with triumph. 
He leaned forward, and murmured her name. 

"Helen Lacy!" 

"Again, that voice!" she filently ejaculated — "that 
voice of incomprehensible power! which speaks not to my 
sense, but subdues it!" 

Fitz-Maurice quitted her hand, and strode towards a 
window at the extreme end of the room. He pressed his 
forehead vehemently, muttering some unintelligible words 
in a half stifled groan. 

Helen ventured to glance at him, while ius back was 
towards her. She felt it was in vain to disguise from 
herself, that she was under some unknown influence* It 
was her consolation indeed, and the refuge of iier strug- 
gling spirit, to think so^ or she would nave shamed to 
reflect upon what else had been her unbeseeming weak- 
ness. In im^ination, she still beheld the look that 
beamed from his dark eyes, as he pronounced her name, 
and heard the thrilling accents tnat gave it utterance. 
Her name, too ! Helen Lacy ! — ^tongued so familiarly by a 
stranger! This last thought roused her: it was a license^ 
fraught with that free and liberal meaning, which maid- 
enly behaviour might not tolerate. 

She arose, intending to leave the room. Fitz-Maurice 
turned, and advanced towards her. 

" Your father—" said he. 

"Is from home," added Helen, with a faltering voice» — 
" but, if it so please you,* sir, I will be the bearer of your 
message, or,— you can await, here, his return." 

"I could have wished we had met," replied Fitz- 
Maurice: "but my will is not the master of my time. 
Yet it concerns him nearly, what I would impart" 

"Shall I acquaint him with it?" said Helen, standing 
in the act to retire, and with her eyes fixed on the ground. 
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Fitz-Maurice passed between her and the door, as if 
he were himself about to depart. He paused for a mo- 
ment; andthe situation of Helen became most embarrass- 
ing. She could not now withdraw, without a nearer ap- 
proach to Fitz-Maurice, than she had resolution to make; 
she could not return to her seat, without seeming to in- 
vke Jiis farther stay; and she could not remain where she 
was, without increasing confusion. 

"I loiU crave your attention, a brief time," said Fitz- 
Maurice, taking her by the hand, and leading her gently 
back to her chair. She had now somewhat recovered her 
wonted self-possession, and she motioned him to sit like- 
wise. He did so; but at such distance as betokened due 
respect and courtesy. 

" You knt>w me!" he. exclaimed. '* I do not mean you 
can at once pronounce my name. But when / do so, your 
memory will supply the rest; for, 1 can well believe it 
hath passed your father's lips. 1 am Fitz-Maurice! I see 
I did not err," he continued, observing the invofuntary 
start which Helen gave. "It were well — nay, it must 
be — that we know each other. It is thus only a great 
purpose can be fulfilled." 

" You left your pillow early, this morning," he added, 
after a pause, and with much emphasis. "The lark had 
scarcely hailed the new-born day, ere your steps were 
towards the path which leads to Margery Ashwell's cot- 
tage." 

Helen was confounded. But her pride now took the 
alarm. She could not brook this seeming espial of her 
actions. With a haughty air she demanded, — 

"And what if they were so?' 

*'iM^ father," replied Fitz-Maurice, "lies in his grave; 
but were he living, and peril environed him, what front 
of danger, though it glared upon me with the fell tiger's 
race, should stay me in my course to save him? lour 
fauier lives: and the Heavens approve a daughter's pi- 
ous care. It is the virtue which lends lustre to every 
virtue, as the sun gives alike its brilliancy to the dia- 
mond, and its spotless purity to the pale lily." 

This was a theme dear to Helen's heart; and she lis* 
tened, with pleased attention, to the words of Fitz-Mau- 
rice, as they fell from his lipg, in those peculiar accents 
that had already so strangely captivated her. Even while 
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she listened, ^he strove to discover wherein lay the fasci- 
nation of his voice; but she could only compare the effect 
it produced, to that witchery of sound, which sometimes 
dwells in a simple strain of melody, such as untaught vil« 
lage maidens wildly chant. 

*• You love your father?" said Fitz-Maurifce. 

The countenance and eyes of Helen replied ay! in elo- 
quent silence. They were radiant with filial devotion. 

"And you are much troubled for his safety?" he con- 
tinued. 

Helen sighed; while deep sorrow sat upon her features. 

"I will not ask you," added Fitz-Maurice, "what it 
is you fear. Enough that you fear, and are unhappy! I 
am, myself, the victim of too much misery, not to mourn 
with those who are in tribulation. And I have felt too 
severely how tenfold bitter that trouble is which preys 
upon a lonely spirit, not to proffer consolation to the af- 
flicted." 

The* melancholy tone of Fitz-Maurice penetrated the 
heart of Helen. It betrayed such deep-rooted distress — 
such a long and hopeless acquaintance wiji^many griefs, 
that she could have wept, if lier tears might have fallen 
unseen. A gentle sigh only breathed through her silent 
lips. 

** You pity me," said Fitz-Maurice. "Nay, blush not, 
for that 1 have read your thoughts, nor for them. But, if 
compassion kindle in your bosom, because you hear me 
say I am steeped in veriest wretchedness, how would 
your heart bleed to learn the story of my sufferings? Ah! 
gentle lady! I could unfold a history, so sad, so full of 
wo; a life of such sharp adversity; of such prolonged and 
ceaseless agony; of such fierce trial, that tears and sighs 
should follow each word, as the blood gushes where the 
knife is driven. And I could end my melancholy tale 
with a prayer, even to thee, fair one, so strange, yet so 
earnest withal, that horror and amazement should be at 
war within you, as wonder is now. But these things may 
not yet be voiced; nor came I here to dwell upon thedi. 
Let the tide of time roll on. When it bears upon its sur- 
face the rare creature who shall unchain me from my 
mysterious destiny, then shall my invocation be heard." 

Fitz-Maurice ceased; and Helen sat mute. She did 
not comprehend, and she could not, therefore address 
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herself to his last words; nor, if she had comprehended 
them, could she the more have spoken. 

The pause that ensued was becoming irksome to her, 
and she ventured to disturb it. 

" You talked of my fatlier," said she. 

"Yes," replied Fitz-Maurice; "and now heed me 
well. Inquire not how I know — nor what I know — but 
be satisfied with your own knowledge. You purpose, this 
night, to be resolved of things that are to come; and if 
Alascon be not moody and sullen, your utmost qu(jstion- 
ings will be answered." 

"Alascon I" exclaimed Helen. 

*' Ay," said Fitz-Maurice5|"and a more potent spirit^ 
or one that sees the future with more unerring ken, 
dwells not in the earth's centre. But he is wayward, 
and will not always be commanded. You should be armed 
with power to compel his obedience." 

** now?" inquired Helen, with a trembling voige. 

** Why, thus," — answered Fitz-Maurice. "Peverell 
comes here anon — ^and others with him. You must be pre- 
sent; and when he stands beside you, musing, demand of 
him a golden signet. Say nor more nor less, than this — 
the golden signet — it is mine/ He will render it to thee, 
which when thou hast, place it on thy wedding finger, nor 
remove it till the sun hath thrice and thrice descended in 
the west When thou art confronted with Alascon, 
should he be moody, surly, or fain to palter with thee, 
full in his eyes hold thou thy encircled finger, and cry — 
^tliou refuse to answer to earth-born powers, I command 
thee, OBEY THE signet! At this behest, he is yours, for 
whatsoe'er thou wilt; so it be not beyond him. But, ne- 
glect not in the smallest part, what I have enjoined; for 
in the smallest part, as m the whole, lies the virtue of 
that, through which your troubled spirit seeks repose." 

Helen listened to these injunctions with mute atten- 
tion. She did not feel quite assured she should need 
them; her resolution might fail her at the last; but it was 
soothing to her anxious mind to know that she could be 
thus fore-armed. 

"I exact no pledge," continued Fitz-Maurice. " What 
you do, must be done freely — ^I only possess you of the 
means to effect your will, thus formed, and thus exerted. 
For myself, lady, if one so unworthy, and a- stranger, 
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might prefer a suit, I would say — go on ! More than a 
father's life — unore than a daughter's sacrifice— more 
weal or wo than your imagination can conceive — hang 
upon your resolves. We shall meet again! Certainlj, 
asaini and again! Perhaps, many a time and oft when 
all tliat is now dark shall appear in noon-day brightness^ 
and when he who calls himself, Fitz-Maurice, shall wor- 
ship a name which then will be enshrined in his Tery 
heart." 

The fervent and impassioned manner, with which he 
uttered these words, alarmed Helen. It was so unlike 
the calm, subdued tone of his previous conversation, and 
was accompanied by such evident agitation of his feelings. 
He perceived her emotion. 

'* Forgive," said he, in his wonted accents, " a warmth, 
and energy, into which I was for a moment betrayed, by 
the maddening recollections of the past, by the stinging 
consciousness of the present, and, last, not least, by the 
almost frantic glimpses of the future. Your pardon and 
.your pity! So imploring, I bid you farewell." 

He departed. Helen iieard his descending steps; and 
the sound of horses' feet immediately after, told her he 
was gone. She felt inexpressibly relieved. It was as if 
she were once more the mistress of herself, and could 
look, and breathe, and move, without restraint She had 
leisure, too, to collect her scattered thoughts, which she 
had vainly striven to do, while in the whirlwind of those 
feelings excited by the presence and discourse of Fltz- 
Maurice. 

And whence that presence? Did he expect to sec her 
father? Or did he choose his time, with the certain know- 
ledge he should see her only? His whole manner attested 
the latter. He had come, to foster and support the se- 
cret resolution of her*shrinking heart. But, how did he 
know any such resolution was struggling there? Those 
mysteries and emphatic words, too: it were well, nay, it 
must be, that we know each other. It is thus orUy a 
great purpose can be fulfilled! And again; more than a 
father's ly^e^ more weal or wo than your imagination can 
conceive^ hang upon your resolves. Yet, why recall these 
words alone? Was not every one he uttered a teeming 
mystery? Were not his every look and action fraught 
with strange meanings? Why, else, their spell-iyce in- 
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fluence? Or why those nnbidden tears, tliose chilling 
tremors, and that delirium of the senses, when he spoke, 
as if his voice were some dulcet strain of magic harmony? 
These reflections crowded on the brain of Helen so 
fast, that she grew bewildered. She sat for nearly an 
hour in a state bordering upon stupor. At length they be- 
gan to subside; when, disentangling from the confused 
mass, two or three distinct images, she brought them un- 
der the control of her reason, and meditated asain upon 
that daring project which occupied her thoughts wnen 
Fitz-Maurice entered so unexpectedly. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

It was, indeed, true as Fitz-Maurice had said; *'the 
lark had scarcely hailed the new-born day, ere Helen's 
steps were towards the path that led to Margery Ash- 
weil's cottage.^' 

This Marsery Ashwell lived in a most lonely spot, at 
the end of a long and narrow lane, deeply overshadowed 
by lofty trees, in tlie midst of which stood her little hut. 
She had out-numbered threescore years and ten, and was 
nearly bent double with aee. No human habitation stood 
within a mile of hers; and no human being, except het^ 
self, dwelt within her own habitation. She was known to 
hare dealings with the invisible world of spirits, for many^ 
were the proofs she had given of her powerful art; but 
she was accused of much more malignant mischief than 
she ever committed. 

If any neighbouring farmer, or hb wife, sickened, it was 
because the hag Margery had stuck a heart of wax full of 
magic needles; or had made aii exact image of the sick 
person in wax, and roasted it before a slow fire; the mar- 
row of the sufferer melting away, drop by drop, as the 
image itself dissolved. Ifany thing went wrong in the 
dairy, the witch Ashwell had hurt their churnings. No 
accident could happen to their cattle, whether a horse 
tell lame, or a sheep were found dead in a ditch, or a 
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milch cow lost her milk, or swine perished, bat she had 
bewitched them. They did not scruple, indeed, to go 
still farther, and affirm that she raised storms which hurled 
down lofty oaks, though rooted a century in the earth; 
that she would blast vineyards, orchards, and meadows 
in a single nightj and convey away corn or hay, from the 
barns of such as had offended her, to those of others by 
whom she had not been denied milk, flour, or a syllabub, 
now and then. There were some, too, ready to swear they 
had seen her sail in a sieve; others, in an egg shell; while 
they had certainly hunted her sometimes in the shape of 
a rat, and sometimes in that of a black dog, or brindled 
cat; but always without a tail. 

Helen had frequently heard of Margery Ashwell, from 
her infancy upwards; for the accounts of her exploits, 
true, or false, filled the mouths of the peasantry, and 
made her, alternately, the jeer and terror of the surround- 
ing country. It corresponded well, therefore, with He- 
len's wild imagination, and feverish fears for her father, 
to seek, by means similar to those which she believed 
were now working his peril, the power to save him. She 
did not, indeed, doubt ner own ability, by the aid of her 
books, to perform a charm which should be strong enoa^ 
to obtain ner object; but she doubted her fortitude to go 
through with it, and she dreaded what mi^ht be the hor- ^ 
.rid penalties of failure. Hence, she resolved to consult 
Margery Ashwell; and that very morning, taking little 
Bridget with her, (for she was ignorant of the road, and, 
besides, wished not to go alone, by unfrequented fields 
and paths,) she had, at day-break, proceeded thither. 
But, how Fitz-Maurice knew of her visit, and of what 
had passed between her and Margery, (pr, at least, of 
part of it,) she could explain only by what she had heard 
tier father say, when speaking of him, that he could 
scarcely tell whether to call him man or wizard, or a 
compound of both. 

When Helen arrived. at the cottage of Margery, she 
found the old crone in bed, gathered round like a hoop. 
A large black cat, with sleek fur, and bright blue eyes, 
lay watching upon her pillow, and there were three ba- 
boons, one of them gray with age, and quite blind, lit- 
tered about the room. Suspended from the centre of the 
roof was a blue phial, containing a huge toad, which was 
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alive, though then apparently in a torpid state. Some ' 
human bones, a skull, and what seemed to be the body of 
a new-born infant, with the dried skin of a water snake 
coiled tightly round its neck, and two glow worms shining 
in the sockets instead of eyes, stood on a table in a dark 
comer near the fire-place. In the opposite comer was a 
brood of enormous rats, sweltering m blood, which Was 
contained in a brazen caldron. 

Helen looked fearfully at these hideous objects; and 
Bridget, who had a very orthodox terror of witches, whis- 
pered in her ear, " Plenty of fright, your ladyship." 

** Enter," said Margery, when Helen tapped at the 
door; ** enter! I can sleep without bard or bolts. I 
thought I should see a stranger before I saw the sun to- 
day, for my old hip-bone has never ceased to ache since 
the first cock-crow. Jjet me see," she continued, wiping 
away the rheum from her eyes, ** who is* it seeks me? 
Ay, I warrant I am right enough — Madam Lacy^, or a fat 
pig; but, an' it be not the latter, I'll be sworn it is Ma- 
dam Helen Lacy." 

"The same," said Helen. 

" I knew it was," quoth Margery. * * And your errand? 
My taper burned red last night. A man of war is dead 
(says Hilco) when pale lights are red. But what is thine 
errand, thou sorrowful maiden?" 

The heart of poor Helen almost died within her, when 
the hag uttered these words, 

"A man of war's dead» 
When pale lights are red." 

It was as if she had heard her father's funeral knell. 
Bridget, also, noted the dismal prophecy which they 
seemed to contain; but, observing the effect they had pro- ~ 
duced upon her mistress, she again gaVe vent to one of 
her laconic whispers— "Laugh, my lady!" 

"Howl" exclaimed Margery, in an angry voice, "you 
are not alone! — ^you disturb me!" And she drew, nearly 
over her head, the curiously wrought coverlet under which 
she lay. It seemed to be made ofthe spotted hide of some 
strange animal, and the four corners were dyed with hie- 
roglyphic characters, in colours of bright yellow, purple, 
and azure. 

16* 
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*^1 meant not to offend," said Helen, timidly, (while 
she signified, by a look to Bridget, that she should wait 
on the outside)— "but it was far to come— -and, besides^ 
I knew not the path to jour dwelling." 

"Well, well," quoth the beldam, in somewhat gentler 
phrase, " it is a fault soon mended, I perceive. And now, 
once more, the cause of this, your early visit, here? But 
stay — ^you are weary, >and would sit. — ^What! ho! Hop- 
dance! Where are youP Hopdance! — my son — come 
to me." 

Helen looked round to see whom Margery was calling; 
when she beheld, with astonishment, one of the baboons 
(the largest of the three) spring upon the bed; and, after- 
wards, at a signal which it understood, leap towards its 
mistress, and lie down close by her face. She fondled 
the chattering, grinning animal for^ moment; then patted 
it on the head; and repeating a few words, unintelligible 
to Helen, it bounded to the floor, whirled .three times 
round, as if for joj, and twisted its lithe body into the 
form of a low stool, at her feet. 

"There, rest thee," said Margery, "and confess that 
thou never hadst a more delicate seat." 

Helen hesitated. She could not believe it was intended 
she should make that use of the creature, and she had no 
fancy, moreover, for such a ticklish kind of chair. 

"Sit, sit," continued Margery, **or Hopdance will 

frow sullen and mischievous, it is not every one to whom 
e will thus offer himself, even at my bidding; but he is 
gentle and gracious this morning." 

Helen, with some difficulty, overcame her repugnance; 
and, with some apprehension of toppling to the ground, 
took her seat, as she was commanded. It was certainly 
not what she expected to find it; for, could she have for- 
gotten it was a live stool, she might have called it a com- 
fortable one. As soon as she felt a little at her ease, she 
unfolded to Margery Ashwell the reasons of her visit. 

" And you would learn, throogli me," said Margery, 
when Helen concluded, "if my art can do it, two things: - 
what dangers threaten your father's life,^— and what charm 
or spell can save him from them?" 
"Even so," replied Helen. 

"Be silent as the grave," added she, ^^ while I com- 
mune with myself Speak net till I speak." 

Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



OP ST. ALBANS. 187 

Helen scarcely breathed, as she gazed at the old hag, 
who dosed her eyes, but seemed by the motioa^f her lips, 
to be muttenng certain words. She lay thus for nearly 
ten minutes. Once or twice, her face was slightly con- 
vulsed. Helen fancied, too, (though she quickly strove 
to convince herself it was only fancy,) that, at these mo- 
ments, there was a trembling of the walls and floor. At 
length, the withered beldam unclosed her eyes, and turn- 
ing them upon Helen, with a wild and frightful expres- 
sion — 

** You MAY be satisfied," said she. 

•' When, and how?" exclaimed Helen, eagerly. 

" Soft, awhile," replied Margery $ " there be condi- 
tions." 

'^ Name tkem!" said Helen, with the same impetuosity 
of manner. 

" Not now," answered Margery. ** Take till midnight 
to know thyself." 

*' Midnight!" exclaimed Helen. 

** Ay; it must be midnight, deep, dark midnight And 
if at that drear hour, when the screech owl is heard, and 
yawning graves send forth then: unblest dead — thou canst 
return — do so." 

** Alone?" said Helen. 

** Alone, when you pass my threshold," replied Marge- 
ry, **nor (let who may attend thy steps,) must man, wo- 
man, or child, be within ear-shot, afttrJ*'* 

•'At midniffht!" repeated Helen, shuddering. 

"Even with the hour-— even with the very hour," said 
Mai-gery. 

" And when I come?" continued Helen — 

"I will not be questioned now," interrupted the hag — 
** go as ye came— or come again. " 

*' You shall see me at midnight," said Helen, after a 
pause. 

" What say est thou, Flibbert?" exclaimed Margery, 
casting her eyes towards the roof. Helen's followed in 
the same direction. She perceived the toad, which was 
suspended exactly over her head, crawling up the side of 
the phial, and its body swollen and transparent, so that 
the green and scarlet spots, with which it was covered, 
were distinctly visible. She did not observe that the 
pbial was clos^ at the top, and terrified, ]e9t the loath- 
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some reptile should drop upon her, she started from her 
seat; whe« the baboon, in an instant, untwisted itself, and 
again wKirling round three times, squatted on its haunches, 
in the corner where Helen had first noticed it, upon en- 
tering the cottage. 

*' 'Tis a spiteful urchin," said Margery, perceiving He- 
len's alarm, <*but it cannot come out I nave penned it 
there ever'since it bit mj dug when sleeping, and festered 
it with poison. I know what disturbs it now,'' she con- 
tinued, darting an angry glance at it, from her small, 
sharp, gray eyes. ^^Down, malice! down, hell-seed!-^ 
sleep, spit-fire! What! must I make thee ?" 
^ The filthy creature seemed to know it was commanded, 
for Helen could see its sides heave and pant, as it were 
with ra^, while drops of black froth spirted from its 
jaws, as it slowly descended again to the bottom of the 
phial. 

Helen now prepared to leave, after repeating her assu- 
rance of returning at midnight 

** Wear your mouth in your heart till then, as the wise 
ones of the earth ever do, and that which thou seekest thou 
shalt find," said Margery. " Go. But let ihj follower 
here, be thy forerunner home. Several ways direct pas- 
sengers into the town: take thou one, she another. And 
whatso'er thou seest, have no tongue, no fear. Fountains 
rup by many winding and mazy currents, into one main 
' river; rivers, by sundry channels, into one main ocean; 
perplex not thyself, therefore, to know how events shall 
work to one main end. Begone! for I must be busy." 

Helen left the cottage, and found Bridget seated on the 
stump of a tree, weeping bitterly. She never expected 
to see her mistress again; for she was certain she had be- 
held her shadow fiit past her, followed by four witches 
with long beards, bearing a white coffin in their hands. 
She did not tell Helen of this vision, lest it should terrify 
her; but she believed it most devoutly, notwithstanding 
the ocular proof before her, that, at any rate, Helen was 
not yet dead. 

In strict obedience to the injunctions of Mareery, He- 
len now sent Bridget home by herself; and, witliout cer- 
tainly knowing whither it would lead her, but keeping the 
lofty towers of the Abbey in view, as a sort of guide, she 
pursued a separate path. She was thus hastening along, 
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full of anxious thoughts, and agitated by conflicting feel- 
ings, when she crossed the field in which laj the body of 
Fortescue, where Peverell saw her. She did not once 
look at Peverell, and hence her non -recognition of him 
afterwards. The mangled remains of Fortescue she could 
not avoid seeing; but it was a severe trial of her faith, at 
that moment, to have neither ^* tongue nor fear;" not less 
on account of the sudden shock, caused bj such a revolt 
ing spectacle, than from another circumstance which ut- 
terly amazed her. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

HfiLfiN had studiously avoided her father that day, and 
pleaded, through Bridget, a slight indisposition, as a rea- 
son for keeping her chamber. She mfght, in truth, have 
urged a stronger plea; for what with her previous anxiety, 
a sleepless night (or such sleep only as irritated, instead 
of nourishing the body,) and the strong excitement pro- 
duced by the occurrences of the mornmg, her naturally 
delicate frame was suflfering under serious debility. The 
unexpected and mysterious interview with Fitz-Maurice 
had greatly increased her sufferings, both mental and bo- 
dily; and she hardly dreaded her midniffht appointment 
with Margery Ashwell, more than she did her task of de- 
manding me golden signet from Peverell, in the presence 
of her father and the rest But she was determined to 
perform it ^' What daughter could do less for such a 
father," she exclaimed to herself, '^and yet be worthy of 
him?" 

Lacy returned while Helen was absorbed in these re- 
flections. She rose to meet him, with as much serenity 
of countenance and hilarity of manner, as she could com- 
mand; but her languid eyes, flushed cheeks, and anxious 
brow; sufficiently proclaimed that her indisposition of the 
morning had not abated. Lacy tenderly expressed his 
fears that her sickness was greater than she would allow, 
and urged her to see the doctor. Helen laughed at the 
idea, assured her father that it was a mere momentary 
ailment, and then told him of PcverelPs visit r^^^^i^ 
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"I met him," said Lacj, "and expect him, with my 
little regiment, as I call them, in something less than half 
mn hour. He informs the he has some fresh wonder to 
tell, which is to convince us all that we must visit the 
Abbey again.'* 

" Saicf I not it would be so?" replied Helen. 

** You did," answered Lacy; "but it is yet to know 
what this wonder is, and whether we shall consider it as 
Peverell does." 

"Methinks I should like to hear what it is myself," 
observed Helen. 

" And thou mayest, if thou wilt," replied her father. 
** Abide here till fney come; and I will propose that you 
be admitted of our council. Who knows but thy woman's 
wit may shame ours in this business." 

Helen gladly accepted the offer; for so, only, could she 
demand the goldien signet. 

"There has been another seeking you,*' she said, and 
her voice faltered a little. 

** Who?" inquired Lacy. 

"Fitz-Mayince." 

*< Fitz-Maurice!" he exclaimed; "that does indeed 
surprise me." 

" He said, he could have wished you had met,'* con- 
tinued Helen, "for that it concerned you nearly, what he 
would impart I pressed to be the bearer of his message; 
but it seemed it could not be so conveyed." 

**I wish we had met," replied Lacy: **I should have 
liked well, a quiet interchange of words with him, for an 
hour or so. Does he return?"* 

"That, he did not say," answered Helen, with in- 
creased confusion; for she remembered his words, *' we 
shall certainly meet again and again-— ^nd it seemed td- 
most like paltering with truth, to make the distinction she 
had. Still she felt it was impossible, at that moment, to 
disclose what had passed; and lest, therefore, her father 
should become more particular in his questions, she was 
about to change the matter of discourse, when the .door 
opened, and De Clare entered. After mutual salutations 
had been exchanged between him and Helen, Lacy men- 
tioned his intention of proposing that she should be ad- 
mitted of their council. 

"It would require the silver tongue of our friend Mor- 
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timer,'' observed De Clare, ** to say all the gracious things 
proper on such an occasion. I am ill at these honeyed^ 
phrases: but/' he continued, bowing to Helen, " there is 
nothing he may protest by his manhood, or his veracity, 
which shall exceed what I feel, at so honoured an addi- 
tion." 

♦*This Mortimer," said Helen, gracefully acknow- 
ledging the compliment of De Clare, ^^is a man of picked 
speech, and refined observances, I presume?" 

" The very perfection of a lady's gallant," replied De 
Clare; ** your only true knight — for he never talks from 
tiie head." 

**Then how should he talk to the heart?" answered 
Helen. 

**How he should," rejoined De Clare, ^^ surpasses my 
judgment to discover; why he does, it is for you, who 
have hearts thus assailable, to explain. " 

•*I shrewdly suspect," said Helen, ** that these mere 
talkers, as you describe them, succeed better with their 
own hearts than with ours; and that the triumphs they 
boast, are like those we win when we reason with our- 
selves, a victory where there is no spoil, because there is 
no enemy." 

** Oh, that Nicholas Mortimer could hear you!" ex- 
claimed De Clare. " He would overwhelm you with a 
flood of words, and, at most, a single drop of reason; or, 
incontinently go hang himself in his silken garters." 

"Neither the one nor the other," replied Helen, play- 
fully. *'For his words, they would rebound — because, 
as 1 take it, they are of a cork-like quality — light and float- 
ing: and, for his silken garters, he would forget to hang 
himself while he was admiring how well their colour be- 
came him." 

^^ You are beaten out of the field," said Lacy, laugh- 
ing, **so surrender yourself." 

De Clare smiled. ^^ I think I am so far disabled," 
said he, " that if I do not surrender, I must at least sound 
a retreat." 

They were now joined by Peverell, mine host, Wal- 
wvn, and Vehan; and in a few moments after, Hoskyns, 
Mortimer, Wilfrid Overbury, and Owen Recs arrived. 
Helen thought she had never seen so truculent and fero- 
cious an aspect as that of Overbury, and she half shud- 
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dered at his uncouth and brutish salutation of her. The 
flutter and grimaces of Mortimer scarcely attracted her 
notice. Nor did she much observe any of the rest, ex- 
cept Pevereli, towards whom she directed many a search- 
ing look, as if she would at once penetrate his mystery, 
or read what was passing in his mind. Peverell, too, 
contemplated Helen with a degree of interest which he 
would not have experienced, but for the certainty he felt 
that he had seen her in the morning, under the peculiar 
circumstances already mentioned. 

Almost the first topic of conversation among them, was 
the situation of Clayton. Peverell had made repeated in- 
quiries during the day, but each time the same answer 
was ^ven, that no alteration had taken place. ^^It was 
a grievous state to be in," he observed; '^though, as he 
learned, he had remained much longer in a simdar one, 
on a former occ&sion." 

*' Who has seen or heard of Fitz-Maurice to-day?" in- 
quired Hoskyns. 

" I have seen him," answered Peverell. 

" And I -have heard of him," replied Lacy. " My 
daughter was more fortunate; she saw him." 

"Where?" exclaimed Peverell, eagerly. 

** In this very chamber, I believe," said Lacy, " Was 
it not so, Helen?" 

*' Yes," she replied. 

" When?" continued Peverell, addressing himself to 
Helen. 

«• Something more than two hours since; or thereabouts." 

Peverell drew near to Helen; and inquired with much 
earnestness, what had been the-object of his visit; whether 
he had mentioned his (Peverell's) name; and if he had 
intimated any intention of returning. "For," said he, 
** when he left me this morning, after an interview of only 
a few minutes, it was with an assurance I should see him 
again to-day." 

Helen evaded the first question of Peverell, by simply 
stating that he had called to speak with her father; and 
answered the other two, in the negative. 

"He will not fail me," observed Peverell, **I feel 
satisfied of that; but 'tis strange, what you have report- 
ed." 

The rest were occupied, at this moroent^in discussing 
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the probftbUities of Clayton's ultimate recovery. Pcve- 
rell stood bj Helen's chair, musing upon what she had 
just communicated. No eye was directed towards her, 
no ear disengaged from the general conversation. It was a 
favourable moment, such a one as might not occur agun, 
(such a one, indeed, as she had not expected,) for obey- 
ing the iniunction of Fitz-Maurice. She resolved to sdze 
it. She laid her hand, gently, on the arm of Peverell, to 
be certain of fixing his attention, and exclainied, at the 
same instant, in a firm, but subdued tone of voice, " The 
golden signet— it is mine!*' 

Peverell started. A look from Helen, while she placed 
her finger on her lips, told him she would have him si- 
lent. He drew the signet from his pocket; gave it her, 
unseen of any one, as he passed her; and walking up to the 
others, fell in, at once, with their conversation about Clay- 
ton, by saying, in reply to arf observation from Walwyn, 
" that he believed the doctor still entertained some hope of 
his being restored." 

Helen felt grateful for the quick delicacy with which 
he had both understood and fulfilled her wish; and, placing 
the signet on her left hand, as Fitz-Maurice had directed, 
she was surprised to find, that though somewhat too large, it 
clipped her finger, as if with the elastic pressure of a spring. 

** Well," said Mortimer, addressing Peverell, *Metus 
hope that the doctor will prove right. But now, what 
have you to say, touching this same Abbey, and our far- 
ther visits to itP" Then, turning towards Helen, and ap- 
proaching her with a mincing step, '^ What think you^ 
Madam?" he exclaimed; "are we not adventurous spirits 
to hold such revels with the prince of darkness ?" 

** If," replied Helen, gravely, you believe it is with the 
prince of darkness you hold your revels, you are profane, 
not adventurous spirits." 

" Are you answered, sir?" said De Clare. 

" Yes, " replied* Mortimer, gaily, "and rebukod too. 
But mere mortals must expect as much, when they dis- 
course with angels." 

Helen smiled; not altogether scornfully, though it would 
have been difficult to say what smile it was, and exclude 
scorn from the definition. She made no reply; and Mor- 
timer remained silent De Clare's eyes sparkled with 
malicious joy. 
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" Come,'' said Walwyn, "let us hear what it ia Pc- 
yerell has to irapart. It may be of such relevancj and 
weight, as to inauce us to resume our watchings this night 
in the Abbey." 

" I know not how that may be," replied Pererell, " but 
I am sure it will amaze you*"" 

He then related his stroll into the fields that morning; 
the incident of the black shaggy-haired curf the finding of 
the body of a murdered man, and the discovery, by mine 
host, of its being the body of Fortescue. But, before he 
mentioned any thing of the cross, or the purse, he stated 
the extraordinary event which subsequently occurred, of 
the total disappearance of the corpse, appealing to Win- 
' tour for a corroboration of the fact. Mine host confirmed 
it, with a most perplexing gravity of face. 

Helen listened to Peverell's narrative with breathless 
attention; especially that pottion of it which related to the 
murder of Fortescue. She knew it roust have been Pe- 
verell whom she passed, and she wondered whether he 
had recognised hen She had heard enough. Indeed, 
she was not aware there was any thing more to tell^ for it 
never once entered her thoughts, that the golden signet 
which she had been instructed by Fitz-Maunce to demand 
of Peverell, had any connexion with Fortescue^ still less 
that it had belonged to him. Anxious to gain the freedom 
of solitude, she arose, and spite of some faint entreaties 
from Mortimer, De Clare, and Peverell, retired to her 
own chamber. 



CHAPTER XX. 

When Helen was gone, De Clare, addressing Peverell, 
said, " And is this all P" 

" No,'* replied Peverell, gravely, and a litde nettled by 
the blunt question of De Clare, ^'this is not all: but if it 
were, it is more than you, or any of us can explain.'^ 

He then related his taking the gold ciuun and crystal 
cross, from the body of Fortescue. 
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*' Well,** observed De Clare, "this is an important ad- 
dition, certainly. Some love-token, I suppose, of a now 
disconsolate mistress, who will hear of his fate on Mon- 
day, weep all Tuesday, and dress for a new lover on 
Wednesday." 

" Why, it seems some such bauble, I confess," answered 
Peverell, determined to lay a snare for the stubborn and 
"almost offcnwve scepticism of De Clare. ** Here it is,*' 
he added^ drawing it forth^ " look at it, and make what 
you can of it. " 

De Clare took it in his hand, and after examining it a 
little, passed it to Lacy, observing, "It is a rich toy, I 
grant; and I should think worth the finding." 

Lacy started, as he received it from De Clare. He 
looked at it eagerly; viewed it on all sides; examined the 
chain; then the cross; and turning to Peverell, said, "Did 
you take ^is from the neck of Fortescue ?" 

" With mine own hands," replied Peverell. " Why 
do you ask?" 

Lacy re-examined it with the most minute attention, 
particularly one comer, at the back of the cross; then, 
banding it to Walwyn, he repeated his question, "You 
took it from the neck of Fortescue?" 

** Let mine host vouch forme," said Peverell, ** if mine 
own ay be not sufficient." 

" It is not your word I doubt," replied Lacy; *• but " 

" But what?" Interrupted Peverell. 

" I may tell you hereafter," rejoined Lacy. 

The chain and cross were passed, from one to the other, 
till it returned again to Peverell. They all agreed it was 
a splendid ornament; but b^ond that, they saw nothing 
to note. 

",And now," said De Clare, " I suppose we have heard 
all, and seen all ?" 

" You may have heard all," replied Peverell, " but you 
certainly have iiot*seen all. Take this cross again; look 
at it well; and tell me what you discover." 

De Clare did so. " I discover nothing," said he, "but 
what I did at first — a costly jewel." 

"Hold it to that taper, replied Peverell; "hold it 
close; and then tell me what there is upon the transverse 
piece." 

De Clare obeyed.^ "This is a trick!" he Mclainied 
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"On my soul, no!" said Pevcrell, with great energy. 

De Clare again held the cross to the taper, and, after a 
pause, said, *^^ Listen, gentlemen: here is matter worth 
our special notice." He then repeated the lines: — 

** 3tet tio mm iaiter tut proteeir : 
all thut huB <)f en, toss all ireoreelr ; 
All that must te, must all succeed : 
3$e flfrm oC purpose— «tm oC Heeli**^ 

"Give it me!" exclaimed Lacy. He read the satne 
words: and was not content with a second > but had a 
third perusal of them. All the rest satisfied their impa- 
tient curiosity; and Peverell now related the way in which 
he had at first discovered this extraordinary floating scroll. 

" I own myself a convert," said De Clare, after a pause, 
to one thing — that there is an unfathomable mystery about 
this thing: but I am firm to my opinion of last night, that, 
mystery or no mystery, we are at child's play, till we 
know farther." 

" Own something more," exclaimed Overbury; " that 
you are afraid to go on; and then add, if you like, that 
you are fijm in your opinion. The child's play lies in 
your fears. 

De Clare was silent. He merely turned upon Overbu- 
ry a glance of sovereign contempt. But Owen Rees at 
once took up the gauntlet, which Overbury had thrown 
down. 

** You are right," stfid the Welchman, " it is childish 
to have fears and frights, mark you : but you are not right, 
mark you, when, like a bully, you tell a gentleman he is 
a coward." 

" A bully!" roared out Overbury. 

"Yes," replied Owen, not at all moved; "a bully, 
Mister Overbury." 

" You shall answer for it!" said Overbury. 

"I had better answer for it now,'* rejoined Owen, 
" you may forget before to-morrow?" 

" You shall answer for it!" repeated Overbury, blow- 
ing like a stranded whale. 

♦* I'll tell you how it is," observed Owen, hot in blood, 
but cool in speech; << I shall be ready to answer long be* 
fore you are ready to ask." 
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** Are you crazed?^' exclaimed De Clare, hoMing back 
Owen Rees, who was advancing to beard, Overbury in a 
way that must have led to a personal contest; " are yoii 
crazed ? Do you not perceive that this is my quarrel, if 
it were worth my takmg up; and what have you to do 
with it?" 

" If I be reviled," replied Owen, still harping upon the 
original offence of the mountain goat, "shall I stand still, 
like a goose or,a fool, with ray finger in my mouth? Shall 
I be such an idiot and dizzard, to suffer every man to 
Bfeak upon mejB^hat he lists, to rail what he lists, to vo- 
mit fortn all his venom, at pleasure?'* 

" Granted,'* said De Clare; **buthe that cannof amend 
another man's fault, or cannot amend it without his own 
fault, better it were that one should transgress than two. 
I concede to you, there is a time, when it is meet to an- 
swer a fool according to his foolishness, lest he should 
seem, in his own conceit, to be wise; but it is not profita-^ 
We now to do so." 

Owen was, in some degree, pacified by this exhortation 
qf De Clare; but Overbury took it in high dudgeon, and 
fancying that De Clare stood in awe of him, whatever the 
Welchman might do, he determined to goad him still far- 
ther. 

"I have nevei- known your talkers," said he, " worth 
the air they spoil with their glib words. Why should the 
whole flock be accounted tainted, because we have one 
rotten sheep among us?'* 

"Is it your cue to brawl?" exclaimed De Clare, scorn^ 
fully. " If it be, fall to it, and I'll roar as loud as you! 
But, if you seek to move me, or think that I esteem so 
poorly of myself to be stirred to wrath by any word of 
thine, know me better, and spare yourself the trial. 
When the soaring eagle stoops, in his royal flight, to strike 
the sparrow, or, what may better suit itself to your appre- 
hension, when the thunderbolts of the salt sea, arm them- 
selves in terror, to chase a scudding pirate, then expect 
that I will find a motive to quarrel with what you can 
utter." 

"Pirate!" bellowed forth Overbury. 

" Ay — pirate," reiterated De Clare, — " the shark of 
the ocean — ^tbe bully of the land. Po you know such a 
character?" 
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Overbnry scowled at De Clare, and muttered, in a half 
growl, ** You shall writhe for this." 

De Clare turned upon \m heel, and addressed himself 
to Walwjn. 

"What is your opinionf" said he. "Do you see 
enough to alter the resolution we all embraced last night?" 
"Here is Fitz-Mauricel" exclaimed Peverell, sud- 
denly. "I left instructions where I was to be fo^nd, 
and 1 hear the clattering of horses' feet on the outside. 
It is he, I'll be ^woni." 

Peverell was right. He had scarcely ceased speaking, 
when Fitz-Maurice entered. 

"I sought you at your house," said he to Peverell, 
"and learning now you had disposed of yourself, hastened 
hither. It is not my first visit here to-day," he con- 
tinued, addressing Lacy. 

"I heard of your former one," replied Lacy, "and 
regretted I was not present to receive you." 

" It may prove all the better that you were not," an- 
swered Fitz-Maurice. 

A silence of %ome minutes ensued. Fitz-Maurice 
maintained his usual stately reserve, or, rather, his ha- 
bitually abstracted and contemplative mood. No one 
liked to accost him; for in spite of themselves they felt a 
sort of awe in his presence, which they could not shake 
off. 

This feeling was inspired by many causes. The figure 
of Fitz-Maurice was gigantic: his countenance had a 
blended expression of sternness and haughty pride: his 
eye was bolt!, piercing, and resolute: and his demeanour, 
eminently dignified. Even his dress — composed entirelv 
of costly sables, — his towering plume of black ostricn 
feathers, — and his ample cloak, ot the same colour, which 
he always wore in graceful folds round him — tended to 
heighten the general impression, which was raised to its 
utmost, by the mystery that invested him. He seemed 
wholly unconscious of this effect: or, to describe his man- 
ner ^lore correctly, he considered it so natural a conse- 
quence of his character and qualities, that, like a mo- 
narch, who never shows himself but to stand in the general 
gaze, and be lackeyed by wonder and applause, he received 
this dumb homase with the most serene indifierence. It 
neither disturbed his thoughts, nor excited them; and he 
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would remaiD) as he now did, amidst a silent ^roup, 
whose silence he knew was the result entirely of his pre- 
sence, without interrupting, l#r a moment, the current of 
his own austere and gloomy meditations. Peverell, from 
all that had already passed between him and Fitz-Mau^ 
rice, felt, perhaps, less of this ambiguous influence than 
the rest; though even he, could not boast of being re-, 
markably at his ease with him. He resolved, however, 
to address him; 

*' I informed you, this morning," said hte, "of all that 
bad occurred since the night when you watched with us 
in the Abbey; but after you left me, one thing took place 
which we cannot, in any manner, explain." 

Peverelt then mentioned what he had discovered in 
the crystal cross belonsing to Fortescue, placing it at the 
same time in the hiands of Fitz-Maurice, that he might 
satisfy himself as to the liquid iniracle. He looked at it, 
and read the words without any apparent emotion of sur^ 
prise. 

'* You watched last night?" said he. 

*' We did," replied Peverell. 

"And why did you so?" continued Fitz-Maurice. 

"Because," answered De Clare, "there seemed to be 
a reason for it." 

"What was that reason?" asked Fitz-Maurice. 

"The words inscribed upon the parchment brought by 
Fortescue — and your own letter to Peverell, dark and 
incomprehensible as it was," answered De Clare. 

"But the first was a juggle," added Overbury, "and 
the second a " 

Fitz-Maurice fixed his eyes upon Overbury, without 
speaking. Overbury tried to bear their terrific expres- 
sion, but he grew pale, and left his reply unfinished. 

"Now, what was there half so positive, half so intelli- 
gible," continued Fitz-Maurice, "in either the parch- 
ment or the letter, as in this?" holding up the cross. 

"But you taught us to expect signs," said Peverell; 
"and the recollections of your words gave authority to 
those of the parchment" 

"And were not my words fulfilled?" asked Fitz-Mau^. 
rice. " I bade you watch for the signs that should show 
themselves: you did so; and the signs came. Your looks 
express incredulity. What was the packet, conveyed by 
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Fortescue, but those very si^s? Nay, if you are ciiticaly 
and stand upon the literal interpretation of the words, 
even Uiat will sustain me. When the chimes went nine, 
you were already in the Abbey; and your being there^ 
was the full accomplishment of that wnich was to send 
you there. But was this all? I tell you, no! You had 
your signs within the walls, as well as without; and you 
will confess them, ere the moon that now shines, appears 
again in the heavens." 

" It is not more mysteries," said Walwyn, " or more 
enigmas, that we require: but something that may satisfy 
us we are called upon to solve those we have." 

" What prompted you first to engage in this business?*' 
replied Fitz-Maurice. " Is there one among you who caa 
say? Is there one among you, so reckless of truth, as to 
avouch that it was an idle fancy of his brain, or a poor 
conceit to pamper a baby curiosity? Why, then, do you 
ask a stronger motive to continue than to begin? You 
came to the enterprise with no better soliciting than your 
own free choice: and you would now abjure it for no 
worthier cause than — that you will ! Are ye men, and 
faint so soon? Show us, you cry, in the dull spirit of 
common natures, what it is we are to perform — mark out 
our path — set down our task — let us be drudges of the 
hour, like the base hind who drives his team a-neld — and 
we will execute our homely service. But look into your- 
selves, and judffe for yourselves, whether ye be not fitted 
for nobler ends? It is the prerogative of minds, touched 
with the quality of lofty daring, to act from their own 
suggestions, and not to wait for impulses from without 
It is this prerogative which lifts one man above another, 
in the degree of its presence, as the divinity of reason 
lifts the species above the brute creation." 

*'Can you resolve me one thing?" said De Clare. **Is 
there any purpose to be answered, any end to be accom- 
plished?" 

*'Yes!" replied Fitz-Maurice, and his eyes beamed 
with unwonted animation. 

♦* What end or purpose?" continued De Clare. 

"Such a one!" exclaimed Fitz-Maurice, "as, if it 
were proclaimed, would make you weep, to think you 
had endangered its success, but by the obstruction of a 
hair! Oh that you could know what it is you flee! That 
you could discern whither it is you are called!" 
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"And why," replied De Clare, "If we are not to act 
in that dull spirit of common natures, which you speak 
of — ^if we are not to be the drudges of the hour, and exe- 
cute a homely. service-^-if we are to look into ourselves, 
and find ourselves fitted for nobler ends — why, I ask, if 
all these conditions be exacted or implied, are we to be 
shuffled off from the main point? Why are we to be 
hoodwinked, in our own despite, and be told to feel proud, 
because we are so? In short, why can we not know what 
it is we flee? Why can we not discern whither it is we 
are called? Methinks, it is no rare boon we ask when it 
is only this we ask." 

"The quality of a prayer lies in its fitness," said Fitz- 
Maurice. " Crave pearls from beggars, and you ask only 
to be denied^ entreat what cannot be bestowed, though 
possessed, and you do the same. A boon is rare, or oth- 
erwise, according to the ability of the giver, not the de- 
sires of the receiver. But again, I say to you, it were far 
nobler ye shrink not, because you have commenced, than 
that you proceed, because the reward glitters before you. 
Will not the common herd fling the taunt of fear in your 
teeth? Will they not, if you pause now, after what is 
known, cry aloud in your streets. Behold the valiant ones! 
whom shadows could affright!" 

"Ha, ha!" exclaimed Overbury, "that was my say, 
only not in such choice words; and I was rated for it-— 
called bully — ^pirate — shark of the ocean — and I know 
not what. Lay your tongues now to such revilings, an' 
ye dare! Belike, it would obtain ftr you prompt pay- 
ment of that which I still owe you." 

"Pray," said Mortimer, twistinghismustachio, "might 
a plain man be so bold as to inquire whether you are 
yourself in the secret?" 

" Shall I be believed, if I answer?" replied Fitz-Mau- 
rice. 

" Most veritably, yes," rejoined Mortimer—" by my- 
self—and I undertake for the rest." 

"I am!" said Fitz-Maurice. 

" Your proof," continued Mortimer — **your proof!" 

"I thought I had your word," interrupted Fitz-Maurice, /^' 
" that I should be believed. It is suspicion that calls for 
proofs.^' 

Mortimer was silent; and a pau$e of several minutes 
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ensued. At length De Clare, with a collects energy of 
voice and manner, which bespoke a resolution delibe- 
rately taken, addressed Fitz-Manrice: 

"You will not deem me unconrteous,'' said he, "in 
what I am about to speak; but the occasion calls for it 
In brief, then, — who are you? whence come you? and how 
have YOU obtained the knowledge you confess to?" 

The abrupt boldness of these questions excited the great- 
est surprise, and the eyes of all were turned upon Fitz- 
Maurice, to observe their effect. They embraced precisely 
the essential points, respecting which they all hungered 
for information; but De Clare was the only one among 
them, with firmness enough to make the comprehensive 
inquiry. Overbury, indeed, could have done as much, 
after his own fashion; but what would have been insolent 
curiosity in him, was the mere expression of a just and 
proper wish, uttered in the freedom of a manly spirit 
spoken by De Clare. A momentary flush passed over the 
features of Fitz-Maurice, which was succeeded by rather 
more than their usual paleness; and Peverell observed, 
that he once or twice carried his hand to his forehead, as 
if he suffered from some pain tliere. 

"You may suppose," said he, "that had it been my 
will to be known, I should not, from the first, have thrown 
around myself, and all that pertains to me, thecUmd of 
mystery, you seek to penetrate. Conclude, ^then^ that 
the same causes, whatsoever they may be, which have 
made me thus, will keep me so. Who am I? Fitz-Mau- 
rice! No more. J^hence come I? Whither I return. 
This is nothing, you exclaim. But this is all, that tor- 
tures most refined could wring from me! Tear out my 
heart — ^you cannot tear out my secret with it Had I ten 
thousand lives, and you as many deaths to take them, 
each death more fierce and horrible than what went be- 
fofre, and the last, the pangs of all in one, I would not buy 
them off, at the price you aim at And jret,— which, 
pray, note — I, who speak this, and speak it in tried for- 
titude of Soul — believe, that ere we are one week nearer 
our graves, the whole will lie fair and open before you. 
Another word, and I have done. How have 1 obtained 
the knowledge I confess to? E*en as I have obtained the 

Sower to make you, and all men, confess me what I am. 
(ut, told I not enough, when in the Abbey I disclosed 
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who had been the iDstracter of my youth? That I told 
jou truly, let the events which foflewed declare for me. 
And now, mark me farther. In the words of this mystic 
exhortation, I pronounce, 

** * All that has been, was all decreed,' 

*^And by the same authority, I prophesy, 

" * All that must be, must all succeed.' 

"The current rolls on — and it will do so, overcoming, 
sooner or later, all that now frets and warps its course^ 
till, at the last, it shall work itself a smooth and even 
channel, to the mighty ocean of time, past, present, and to 
come ?*' 

- Fitz^Maurice ceased. His countenance beamed with 
a fervid and intense expression of sublime feeling; his 
lips moved t» silence for a few moments, as if he were in 
earnest prayer; and a tear, even, trembled, in his eyes, 
giving a liquid brightness to their wonted fire. There 
was a dignity, an energy, a solemnity in his manner, and 
a grace in his elocution, aided, as it was, by the peculiar 
and fascinating melody in his voice, which had entirely 
subdued those whom he addressed. The wish no longer 
existed, to dispute his control, or question his motives; 
and when De Clare, after a considerable pause, ventured 
to ask what period must elapse before these things could 
be accomplisned, which depended, it seemed, upon their 
continued watchin^s in the Abbey, it was rather for his 
own individual satisfaction, than from any desire to scru- 
tinize the designs of Fitz-Maurice. 

**Be firm of purpose," he replied, ** for twice the time 
ye have already been, and all mystery shall cease.*' 

"Four nights more," — said De Clare. 

**Four," responded Fitz-Maurice. 

** Are we agreed, gentlemen?" exclaimed Hoskyns; " if 
80, let me swear you on my sword;" and he drew his ra- 
pier forth. 

They all kissed the weapon, except Overbury, who re- 
fused. 

" There needs no oath to bind me," he said; "an' if 
there did, it should be to something more than words. 
What am I here for, but to do that, unsworn, which none 
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of ye will do tiie better for being sworn? Tou call yoar* 
selves men; but must have glib phrases to make jon so. 
Your oaths will prove as flimsj as your resolutions, I 



' YoQ have been at sea, I think?'' said Mortimer. 

**Aj," replied Overburj: "I have had the salt spray 
upon my beard, before you sucked." 

"It is a pity, methiuks," continued Mortimer, **that 
yott are not there now." 

" Why?" rejoined Overbury. 

"Because we could spare you," said Mortimer. 

*'Not yet," added Fitz-Maurice. "What is your 
complaint ?" he continued, addressing himself sternly to 
Overbury. 

" My— complaint — say you?" stammered out Over- 
bury. 

"Ay!" answered Fitz-Maurice striding up to him. 
" How is it that I have failed to satisfy you alone? What 
is it you require, more than I have done and said, to win 
you ? /am not the only man in this world, who has a se- 
cret buried in his heart;" and he rivetted his eyes upon 
Overbury, who looked, or rather scowled, at him with an 
air of sullen surprise. 

" Your words seem to have a meaning," said he, 
which, I do not understand," 

" You are Wilfrid Overbury," replied Fitz Maurice, 
his eyes still fixed upon him, — " some five years since, 
master of the Scorpion, bound on a voyage to the Adria- 
tic. Am I right ?" 

" You are," answered Overbury, assuming a careless 
tone; "and a brave vessel she was: a better, never buf- 
feted the tempest or the wave." 

" You were delicately freighted," said Fitz-Maurice. 

"I carry not in my mind now," replied Overbury, 
"what her cargo was." 

"On your return," continued Fitz Maurice, "it was 
hi^h summer, and a calm came on, ofif the coast of Si- 
cily " 

"Hush! — ^hush!" exclaimed Overbury, while his hide- 
ous face looked ghastly with terror. 

"I see you are moved," said Fitz-Maurice; "another 
time, I'll satisfy you farther. Enough for the present^" 
and he turned from him. 
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Overburj eyed Fitz-Maurice, as he would any one who 
had whispered in his ear that which he believed no living 
tongue, save his own, could utter. The rest were in 
amazement. It was evident Fitz-Maurice knew more 
than he chose to tell 5 and it was equally evident Overbu- 
ry dreaded the disclosure. Yet, how the former should 
have been so familiarly acquainted with the circumstances 
he had mentioned, was inexplicable. Owen Rees felt 
sorely disappointed; for he expected to hear something, 
which would have soothed his still rankling wound, by 
placing Overbury in his power. Indeed, there was not 
one of them who would have regretted to find, that the 
past life of Overbury matched with their present opinions 
of him. 

"What should we do to-night?", said Walwyn, ad- 
dressing Fitz-Maurice. 

"Sworn to your purpose as you now are," he replied, 
** and, moreover, resolved beyond your swearing, the in- 
termission of it, or otherwise, must be as you shall deter- 
mine of yourselves. I may not bid you go or stay, in 
what respects the particular time of either. Be this your 
oracle," he continued, taking up the cross from the table, 
and restoring it to Peverell — 

"Let no man falter, but — ^proceed." 

"I wonder," observed mine host, turning to Peverell, 
" whether the gold signet, which you found in Fortescue's 
purse, has any thing curious belonging to it, as well as the 
cross?" 

"A gold signet, and a purse!" exclaimed De Clare. 
"So then, it seems, we have not either heard all or seen 
all. Come, sir," he continued, addressing Peverell, 
"let us know the contents of the purse, and behold th^ 
wonders of the signet." 

Fitz-Maurice laid his hand upon Peverell's shoulder, 
and, in a half jesting mood, said, "Share your purse with 
your friends; but, if you would have friends, still leave 
something in your purse. It is what you keep there, not 
what you let forth, that keeps them." 

At this moment, the door opened, and Fitz-Maurice'd 
dwarf page entered. He scarcely stood three feet in 
heisht, but had large-spread limbs, suited to a bodjr dou- 
ble nis size, with a monstrous head, and a complexion as 
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swariftij as an African's. His features were as dispropor- 
tioned as his legs and arms, for his eyes and mouth usuiped 
nearly the whole of his face; the rest being concealed by 
a profusion of long, black, wiery hair, which descended in 
matted locks from his head. He crawled, rather than 
walked — \\\% broad feet, as he patted along the floor, re- 
sembling more the huge paws of an animal than the step 
of a human being. He was attired, like Fitz-Maurice, 
in sable vestments, and wore a dagger by his side, the 
handle of which blazed with the reflected hues of rubies, 
amethysts, and diamonds. 

•* Your palfrey is impatient, and so am I!'* said he, 
(dragging himself towards Fitz-Maurice,) and in a voice 
whicn grated upon the ear. 

** I come, Mephosto J*' replied Fitz-Maurice. *' Tarry 
yet awhile, and I come.'* 

" Your courser strikes the earth," replied the dwarf, 
"and would be gone!" 

** Anon — ^anon !" exclaimed Fitz-Maurice. 

*' He has seen the north-star fall!" croaked the missha- 
pen lump of flesh. *' His mane is erect, and floating on 
the wind." 

**I have yet a minute, then!" said Fitz-Maurice. 

"Not the beating of ten seconds!" continued Mephos- 
to, in a voice of thunder, while his eyes flashed fury. 
**My hand is on the dragon's forked tongue!" and he 
grasped the blazing hilt of his dagger. 

•• Malignant fiend !" exclaimed Fitz-Maurice, and 
rushed out, followed by Mephosto, whose countenance 
brightened into an expression of savage exultation. 

** Don't you think there is a strong smell of brim- 
stone?" whispered mine host, to Peverell, whose thoughts, 
however, were too deeply occupied with what he had just 
seen, to heed the question, Wintour did not repeat it; 
but his nose, for some time, was diligently employed in 
endeavouring to ascertain the fact. 

" Well, well !" said Owen Rees. "To see what mira- 
cles and wonders there are upon the e^rth, as well as 
above it, and below it! I have heard of the black doings 
of our own terrrible magician, Glendower^ and I have 
seen, in my time, too, some very pretty witchcrafts, be- 
fore I left Wales, and since; but nothing I have seen shall 
«qual this, I warrant you." ^,^^^^^ ,,GoogIe 
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<*Two hours ago,'* observed De Clare, **and I would 
have argued this matter; but I hold it foolery now to jan- 
gle with any of my senses. I have bound my reason tneir 
slave for four days, and am resolved to wear my chains 
meekly the while." 

"I am of your mind,'* said Walwyn. 

** And I equally, by my faith!" added Mortimer; "so 
much so, that if I find myself, anon, walking home upon, 
my head, I protest I'll not once inquire what has become 
of my heels." 

'* What say you?" murmured Vehan, folding his arms 
and crossing his legs. " You would not let your head in- 
quire after your heels? That were to be unjust: for your 
heels have many a time done the office of your head, and 
carried you out of dangers, from which all your wit could 
not have saved you." 

" Is that you. Monsieur Silence?" replied Mortimer. 
"How long is it since you last spoke? Are you never 
startled when you hear your own voice? Your quips are 
like Christmas — we have them only once a year." 

" A truce — a truce!" exclaimed Lacy. " We are 
forgetting the golden signet, and the treasures of the 
purse." 

Peverell had hoped that the sudden entrance of Fitz- 
Maurice's dwarf, and the extraordinary scene which fol- 
lowed, would have saved him from fartner questioning re- 
specting the signet. He would not stoop to a falsehood, 
and he could not tell the exact truth. He had been ru- 
minating, too, upon the remarkable words of Fitz-Mau- 
rice, in which, as he read them, under the guise of a mo- 
ral precept, he had conveyed an intelligible intimation, 
that the manner in which the signet had been disposed of 
should not be disclosed. Not that he needed any such 
suggestion; for, from the moment when Helen demanded 
it, he had been satisfied that her demand was, like the 
circumstance of Fortescue's murder, only a fresh link in 
the mysterious chain of events. He felt, therefore, that 
no course remained open to him, now that he was again 
pressed upon the subject, but to involve it in studied ob- 
scurijhr. 

*• Here is the purse," said he, in reply to Lacy; "it 
contains merely a few pieces of gold; and when you con- 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



208 THE FIVE HIGHTS OF ST. ALBANS. 

Bider that Fortescue fell into the hands of our host here, 
you may well be puzzled to account for there beinp; any." 

"But the signet — where is the golden signet ?" said 
Walwyn, turning the purse inside out 

*« It is not there," replied Peverell. 

*« We see as much," observed De Clare. 

<* It has been demanded of me," continued Peverell. 

"By whom?" exclaimed Mortimer. 

" I must not be questioned farther," replied Peverell, 
calmly. 

They desisted at once. The character of Peverell 
stood too high, and his conduct throughout this business 
had been marked by too much of honour, of manliness, 
and of urbanity, to permit that they should treat lightly, 
or with the most distant approach to disrespect, any wish 
he might express. The discourse, therefore, was turned 
immediately to other topics; but, chiefly, to the point, 
whether they should go to the Abbey that night, or defer 
it till the ensuing evening. It was urged by De Clare, 
Walwyn, Mortimer, Lacy, and Peverell himself, that the 
reply of Fitz-Maurice, when Walwyn asked him •* what 
they should do to-night?" left them at perfect liberty to 
exercise their own discretion; and, under all circum- 
stances, that discretion would be most soundly exercised, 
they contended, by postponing, at least for a single night, 
the renewal of their watching. Nor was one considera- 
tion wholly excluded, in coming to this decision; which 
was, that if they went that night, they could not find the 
same comfortable preparations for their reception. His 
worship had been informed by Peverell of the pause in 
their proceedings; and he had, of course, suspended both 
his hospitable and his magisterial attentions. Finally, 
therefore^ it was agreed, not that they would positively 
go the next night, but that they positively would not go 
this night; ana, shortly after, they left Lacy's house. 
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